Title of the Novel: Way to the Golden Sun (A Novel in English) 


Chapter - I 



The year was 1986 summer when Devendra, a frail Rajasthani man in his sixties 
did something which none of his family even thought. He decided to sell his land 
and house and migrate to a distant land in the North Eastern India - Assam. The 
probable reason being the fact that Rajasthan was hit by a prolonged and massive 
drought that year. The oldie spoke very less; however, he was not a type of 
introvert. In fact, his type was never found. He was a type-less type. 

With three sons and his wife, the oldie migrated to Assam. By then, monsoons in 
Assam had already begun. With still the summer rains and moist temperature, 
Devendra travelled far and wide to earn a living and before he could find it, he 
suffered a massive paralysis attack and died a few days later. 

The death of the old man shattered all hopes for survival - the family was brought 
to a standstill suddenly... 

With passage of time, things changed. The three sons settled in Assam. 

Starting with small business, the family gradually expanded their sphere of 
business and made huge money as suppliers in sanitary and electrical goods in the 
whole of Assam. 

Abhay was the youngest grandson of Devendra and the biological son of Adarsh. 
Abhay's eldest uncle settled in Guwahati city and the other two, including his 
father settled in the districts of Tinsukia and Bongaon respectively. Adarsh's 
estranged relationships with his siblings made him venture into business all alone. 
He settled in Sarupathar, the sub-division of the Bongaon district. 


Abhay was a simple small town boy, aged about seventeenth and very 
enthusiastic about life and career. His elder brother, who was three years older to 
him dropped out from school. His mother, a house wife, occasionally prepared 
homemade mango and chilli pickles, a kind of interest in most of the village 
women. Abhay was the youngest of the three siblings. His elder sister just got 
married to the son of the town mahajan with whom she had a courtship for 
nearly three years. She was pretty, well behaved and well versed with household 
work. Her favorite pass time was embroidery. She had a great collection of these 
and after her marriage carried some of them to her in-laws' house. 

Abhay was a fun loving guy. He loved to play cricket, guli-dondo, khokho, kaboddi 
and was an inter-district level swimming champion. He was equally serious about 
his career, an average student but hard working and ambitious. He scored sixty- 
two per cent in the pre-board test. He wanted to pursue science after his tenth 
board exam, despite knowing well that he was weak in mathematics and physics. 
But he never let his dreams down. He wanted to be a doctor. 


Adarsh built a huge house, in fact a type of hoveli, but it was in the outskirts of 
Sarupathar. So, the area was almost like a village, but well connected with 
modern day amenities like water and electricity. It was, in fact a typical village 
type with herd of cattle in the fields in the early morning hours, chirping of the 
birds, women washing clothes in the nearby ghats, children playing guli-danda in 
the open fields. There was a 30 acres by 25-acres jungle area just behind the rice 
field which was infested with jackals, wild elephants and snakes. There was a tale, 
even in the nearby town that a black panther lived in the jungles. Pug marks were 
seen by snake catchers who sometimes went inside the jungles. There was a 
police station just a few furlongs from Abhay's house with one sub-inspector and 
two constables. The sub-inspector was in charge of the thana. Normally, cases of 
cattle and cycle theft were reported. No cases of murder, robbery and rape were 



ever reported. The sub-inspector sahib would look into the cases with utmost 
ease. In the end, most of the cases were settled. Villagers would then throng the 
inspector sahib's rented house with gifts which generally had fresh fruits and 
vegetables in its list. There was a health centre and a post office just near the 
police thana. The health centre had just one doctor, about fifty-seven in age. He 
was assisted by an assistant. Much of the time, the doctor would sit idle just 
outside the health centre with his stethoscope around his neck, a cigarette in his 
right hand and a newspaper in his left. It was an ideal type of place with not much 
business, except for the evening gossips at the tea stalls on the sides of the 
narrow muddy lanes. 


Although from a Rajasthani family, Abhay loved the Assamese language and opted 
for it as the language paper for the rest of his schooling. In fact, he wrote and 
spoke fluent Assamese. He made meticulous planning and always followed a 
regular routine like studying for fixed hours a day, at least seven to eight hours 
and never missed his early morning exercises. He also loved to watch the English 
news channels, the Animal Planet and National Geographic channels. 

A post matriculation study plan troubled him. He narrowed down on the possible 
places and the list was just there...New Delhi, Mumbai, Kolkata, and Bangalore 
and so on.... Delhi happens to be the first choice for youngsters and this happened 
with Abhay as well. He also read about the rich historical monuments of the city, 
the majestic Rashtrapati Bhavan and the India Gate. So, Delhi became the obvious 
choice and the most productive in sense of career graphics. 

Abhay waited patiently for years, worked hard throughout the year and used 
every minute to reach his goal. Finally, the bell came ringing, knocking at his door; 
the high school leaving board had just set the examination dates. It was slated for 
the first week of March. 



He thought that the time had come to make some serious and toughest decisions 
that would later influence his life. He knew that without his father's permission, 
he would not be able to make a decision on his own. 

Adarsh was not much of a disciplinarian type, but he was feared by his family for 
being a headstrong. In fact, all major decisions were taken by him. 

He came late that night. Usually all the family members would sit for supper 
together. That night things were different. It was a stormy night and raining 
heavily with the sounds of whipping winds and showering of small ice balls all 
around. The electricity supply suddenly snapped due to heavy rain and wind. The 
domestic help immediately ran to light the mustard oil lamps that were hung 
against iron clamps attached to the walls of the rooms. They did have a huge 
generator, but Adarsh sometimes preferred lamps for getting that aesthetic look. 
He finished his supper in a hurry, because he had to meet someone in the early 
morning and therefore needed some early sleep. 

After a few minutes... 

Knock...Knock...Knock...three polite knocks at Adarsh's bedroom door instantly 
woke him up. 

'Who is this?' 

'Abhay' 

'What is the matter? Come inside.' 

Abhay tried to open the door, but the lock got jammed. It usually does. Only 
Adarsh could open it without much trouble. 

'Are you still there? I have to get up early tomorrow. Is it urgent?' 

Adarsh didn't wait for Abhay's response. He went and helped Abhay open the 
door. 

Abhay hesitantly walked inside the room and took a seat near the fireplace. The 
night was cold; Abhay lit a small fire to warm up the room. 



'That's not required now son. I told you, I have to get up early tomorrow,' Adarsh 
said. 


'Deuta' (that's how most Assamese address their father; an equivalent to Dad or 
Papa) 

'What? Speak up.' 

'I have an honest and sincere plan and if you think I am capable of taking my own 
decisions, I may proceed to tell you about it,' Abhay said. 

'What is it, son?' 

'I want to go..I mean to say', Abhay hesitated to speak. 

'Go where son, tell me.' 


'Delhi' 


'What? Where did you say? Who gave you this idea?' 

'No one, I have decided on my own' 

The next few minutes were seen in a healthy conversation between the father- 
son duo, with the result that it failed to find a resolution. The father being more 
possessive and adamant with his stereo-type outmoded, ideological, self 
maneuvered perceptions and the son being more enthusiastic, updated and 
inquisitive about learning life in the 21 st century. 

After a failed conversation to convince his father, Abhay moved out of his father's 
room in great dismay and utter disappointment. 

He didn't wake up early the next morning. He slept till ten o'clock. Usually he used 
to wake up around five-thirty in the morning to take his morning walk, sits near 
the ghats, plans his day, and returns home for breakfast with his family. 



'Where is Abhay? Is he still sleeping?' Smriti, his mother inquired at the breakfast 
table. There was silence for a while and then Adarsh spoke 'He must be in his 
room. I spoke to him last night. I don't know what's wrong with him?' 

'What's wrong with him? He was okay till last night and was in the best of his 
health/ Smriti quickly replied. 

'Not a serious issue. I think a little exhaustion is prevailing over him due to study 
pressure,' Adarsh said without looking into the eyes of his wife. 

'I tell the boy to take care of himself; he should take more milk and fruits,' Smriti 
said. 

Adarsh finished his breakfast without uttering a single word, and before leaving 
the breakfast table looked towards his wife and said, 'My dear wife, your son is in 
a delusion; if you can, then please try to give him some gyan. I would be ever 
grateful to you.' 

'What is it?' Smriti asked in great surprise. 

'Your son wants to go to Delhi. I don't know who got this idea into his head? It 
must be one of his craziest friends who have no idea about life.' 

Just then Abhay entered the room. He stepped over a peeled banana skin and lost 
his balance and was about to fall on the floor. Adarsh was nearby, and as he saw 
his son losing balance, quickly grabbed him by the collar of his shirt and pulled 
him down on a chair near the breakfast table. 

Abhay thanked him, but that didn't come out honestly from his heart. He did it 
out of courtesy (he was still not happy with the previous night's conversation). 

Seeing his son's condition, Adarsh thought to speak to him once more and help 
him with some suggestions. 

'Speak to me in the evening. May be I can guide you with your plans,' Adarsh said. 



Abhay couldn't believe at what he just heard. His joys knew no bounds. He never 
thought that his father would agree to his proposal so early. But again, he told 
himself, 'Abhay, your chances are good, but he has not yet approved to what you 
have asked for, so better keep your fingers crossed. ' 

Abhay's motivation to study grew hundred times more now. He saw new hopes, 
aspired more for a college life. Fresher thoughts made him feel stronger. 

He waited his father's return with crossed fingers. He was highly tensed. He was 
not able to concentrate on things the whole day. He didn't talk much that day and 
with folded hands prayed to the Almighty that his father's return brings along a 
good fortune to him. 

Smriti was still in a confused state of mind. She didn't know how to react to the 
conversation that she had with her husband at the breakfast table. At last, she 
called for Abhay who was still anxiously waiting for his father's return. Abhay 
came to meet her mother in the kitchen. At that time, she was busy grinding chilli, 
pepper and clove in the grinding machine. Sliced pieces of onions, peeled green 
peas, a large packet of Amul butter and pieces of paneer sliced into small cubes 
lay on two large plates nearby. Matar paneer was the main item for supper. As 
Abhay entered the kitchen, his mother asked him to light on the gas stove. 
Immediately, she poured some mustard oil into the frying pan and put the sliced 
onions into it and while stirring noticed that Abhay was rather anxious and absent 
minded, not actually interested to see that his mother was preparing his favourite 
dish. 

'What is it Abhay? Why are you so worried?' His mother asked. 

Abhay didn't say anything and kept looking down as if his thoughts were 
disturbing him. 

His mother poured the pieces of paneer into the frying pan and asked Abhay to 
switch on the exhaust fan to let the smoke out of the room. Abhay, she said, 'your 
father told me that you want to go to Delhi, but didn't tell me for how long and 
for what reasons?' 



'I already told him my reasons. I want to seek my fortune there, like all ambitious 
youngsters of my age/ he replied without a pause. 


His mother still stirring the paneer, now properly mixed with chilli powder, 
vegetable spices and green peas, said, 'Son, I have no idea of what you are 
planning and how your father reacts to it. If you think it wise to go to Delhi then 
you should have an amicable chat with your father,' she replied. 

'Okay, mama,' Abhay promptly replied before rushing out of the kitchen. 


Abhay kept looking towards the main gate of the house in anticipation of his 
father's early return. Just then, there was a big bang at the gate, the sound of the 
huge Iron Gate signaled that the headman had returned. 

His father entered the house with a rather weary face. He was tired with the day's 
extra accounting work. Abhay's heart beat continued to grow faster and he was 
sweating slightly. He was nervous and thoughts poured into his head, most of 
them pessimistic and hypothetical. It was seven-thirty in the evening and Abhay 
was happy that his father returned a little early that day. Usually, his father would 
return around ten in the evening. Abhay was lucky this time. May be things were 
in his favour, Abhay thought. His father didn't utter a single word on seeing his 
son in the verandah of the house and went inside for a quick wash. With the hand 
towel still hanging over his neck, he went inside the kitchen and brewed a hot cup 
of Assam tea for himself. While relaxing in the armchair of the house and with the 
hot cup of tea still in his right hand, he tuned on the radio for some music. He 
found one of his choices: a Mohammad Rafi song from the legendary singer's 
album titled. Hits of Mohammad Rafi. He was mesmerized with the melodious 
rhythm of the song ...Aaj Mausam Bada Beimaan Ho/...and kept Abhay standing 
nearby for at least five minutes. He woke up instantly to the sound of the 
unloading of a few kitchen equipments that were ordered for the renovation of 



the kitchen of the house, and after making the necessary payment to the vendor, 
looked towards Abhay and said, 'yes, son, speak.' 

Abhay stood like a statue for a moment, and then without losing a second, he 
spoke for the second time on the same issue with a more refined language to 
convince his father and tell him how much Delhi meant to him. His father with 
equal possessiveness explained to him how things could go topsy turvy if not 
planned properly. On persistent requests from his son, Adarsh however thought 
to get a closer look at the things, but not without citing examples, with the motive 
of dissuading his son from going to Delhi. 

With both his hands folded and his legs spread apart he said, 'Son, how could you 
explain some of the happenings that happened just before our eyes. You talk 
about a city about which you have very little knowledge. You are fascinated by 
something which every child of your age suffers. It is called hallucination. You 
don't want to see things that are there in the middle of your path. Now, you see a 
clear path, but in practice, you have a tough road ahead. He said further, 'Mr. 
Mahto's daughter scored very high in her last board examination; still she failed 
to get a seat at one of the prestigious colleges in Delhi.' 

'How would you explain to that?', he asked further. 

The discussion between the two never looked ugly, but seemed one sided with 
Adarsh taking every little freedom to dissuade his son. Abhay on the other hand 
overwhelmed by fascinations of a city life however never succumbed to his 
father's incessant dissuasive remarks. 

At last, like any parents would do to their child, the kind of love and affection that 
is given to a child, the kind of emotional blackmailing a child does to his parents, 
and the kind of submission the parents do at last - all these were prominently 
noticed in the course of the candid conversation between the father-son duo. 

The father gave up at last, rather unexpectedly, a kind of surprise package to 
Abhay but not without a surprise attack, a kind of obsession most parents suffer 
from and want their child to compete for that - bureaucracy. Abhay would be 



allowed to go to the wonder city of Delhi, only if he promised to compete for the 
central civil services, popularly called in the common parlance as the IAS. 

What else could Abhay ask for at this moment - All's Well that Ends Well - Abhay 
thought and obliged with the command that his father just threw at him as a gate 
pass to the city of Delhi. 

Not happy with just one condition, Adarsh volleyed further surprises, in a way or 
the other. He insisted on abstinence from alcohol and addiction to the high profile 
city culture. 

Abhay obliged on both. 

Heaving a sigh of relief, he thought that the most difficult part of convincing his 
father had been achieved. But the real fight now begins, he murmured. 



Chapter - 2 



Abhay's imagination now filled with resoluteness and passion drove him to be a 
star in his own concocted world of fanciful happenings all around him. He already 
started dreaming about a life filled with youthful vigour and enthusiasm. Things 
floated in his mind. He imagined having friends already. His small world suddenly 
changed. In zeal of sheer pleasure, he shot back to the exam schedule, confirmed 
and re-confirmed it, found out the dates. It starts in the first week of March and 
ends in the middle of April. 

Next important thing was to book a train ticket. He was so decisive that he made 
all probable calculations on his finger tips, and finally he decided to book a ticket 
for the first week of May. 

'It will be a cool day to start off my journey,' he thought. The online booking 
showed his current reservation status. 

For the next twenty days, Abhay really worked hard. He studied for long hours, 
sixteen hours a day. That was his routine to cover up every possible topic for the 
examination. He thought that he needed to score high to get admission in Delhi, 
his only hope of setting his foot on the city of dreams. 

March, the seventh: an important day for Abhay as the day marked the beginning 
of the high school leaving examination. 

Finally, the day arrived. It was a big day for him. He woke up to a bright sunny 
morning, not very hot, slightly windy. Mathematics was the subject for day one. 
Abhay didn't sleep well the previous night. He knew he had to work extra hard, 
because he was not very bright in the subject. His father left home early morning 
after blessing his son, a rather unusual gesture. 



Pujos were being offered to mother goddess Saraswati, the Hindu goddess of 
knowledge and wisdom, and an epitome of literary prosperity and growth. 

His mother made special paranthas stuffed with cabbage, carrot and red 
potatoes. The servants were asked to get some fresh fruits and milk. Abhay could 
eat just one porontho, probably he was nervous for it was the first big day of his 
life. After seeking his mother's blessings, he went out early to reach his centre on 
time. 


Abhay reached his centre well ahead of time. Everyone was waiting for the gate 
attendant to open the gate so that they could find their respective roll numbers 
and the allotted rooms. Finally, the gate was wide open, and the attendant asked 
them to come inside one by one and in queue. There were two separate queues 
for boys and girls. Abhay noticed a few pretty faces in the queue just next to his. 
One of them was Meghna, a girl who was junior to him in school till fifth standard; 
but she got a double promotion and ever since he was in seventh standard, they 
were classmates but talked very little to each other. 

Abhay was in fact, a shy type of guy who spoke very little to girls in his class. He 
was tense, but he never let an opportunity slip out of his hand this time; 
thankfully they exchanged glances first and then smiles. He was this time the first 
one to smile at her. He noticed that Meghna dressed well that day. She was 
wearing skin tight blue jeans with a dark yellow top and a pair of dark green Nike 
shoes. 

Abhay was the first one to speak, an abrupt change in him surprised her. 

'Not nervous...' he asked. 

'Yes, I am,' she smiled back. 


'Good luck' 



'Yeah...thanks. Good luck to you too' 

So within seconds, they disappeared like falling stars, twinkled and vanished. 

He checked his roll number and the allotted room, quickly went inside the 
washroom, washed his face and dabbed it with a hand towel that was hung there. 
He took deep breath and drank water from the water cooler which was placed 
near his room. He went inside the room, found his roll number on the first bench 
in the first row. There were five rows of ten seats each. So a total of fifty people 
were allotted in that room. The warning bell rang and then the final bell, papers 
were distributed. Abhay flipped through the pages. The questions were as 
expected and practiced by him. He attempted ninety-four marks out of a total of 
one hundred marks. He felt satisfied. 

His mother was waiting anxiously for him to return. She had prepared basmati 
rice, yellow dal, mixed vegetables, papad and raita. She also made kheer for 
dessert. So the day seemed special for Abhay. Suddenly, there was a big bang at 
the gate. It was him who seemed both tired and satisfied. His mother asked him 
how he had performed. He replied in positive. After finishing his food, he went to 
his room to rest. 

Just then his mother entered. 

'Abhay, the postman brought a letter addressed to you. I have kept it in the 
drawer,' his mother said. 

'Where is it from mama?' he asked. 

'Delhi,' she replied. 

As she went to get the envelope, the phone in the sitting room rang. The sound of 
the phone echoed in the room ...tring...tring. It was a large spacious sitting room, 
the type found in most of the havelis in villages and towns. It was Abhay's father 
on the phone. He inquired about his son's performance in the examination. 
Minutes later, his mother handed over the envelope to him. He opened it. It was 
a letter from the ADSA (All Delhi Students' Association). 



It had all the information that he needed: list of colleges in Delhi, the cut off 
marks for all categories, fee structure, and cost of living in both college and 
private hostels and even campus placements for Economics honours students. It 
also had a list of public schools which offered Higher Secondary courses. 

Abhay was much relieved to get all the information summed-up in just three long 
pages. The next morning, he wrote a letter to the President and the Secretary of 
the ADSA, thanking them for the information and sought further guidance from 
them. He posted the letter himself. 


In the evening, all the family members sat together for supper. Abhay's father 
asked him about the first day of examination, the question pattern and his 
anticipated marks in that paper. His mother did not speak much; she in fact, never 
interfered when discussions like this happened. She was, however, an intelligent 
lady, a perfect house wife and a caring mother. The family next started to talk 
about the marriage of Abhay's elder brother. In fact, he was not like him, 
although siblings from the same parents, he most of the time remained cool and 
calm and was not as ambitious as Abhay. His small world was his parents, his 
siblings and of course, his business. He didn't have any courtship with any girl, and 
so arranged marriage was the only option left for him. The talks ended with no 
concrete conclusions. They loved to talk about it in every sitting so that better 
ideas could flow into the heads. After the supper, all stood up and went to their 
respective rooms. The night was silent and so was the weather. It was a bit 
windy, but not dusty. The winds brought freshness on Abhay's face and so the 
first day was over. After a tiring day, he went to sleep. He slept like a log. 



The last day of his examination reached him faster than he expected it to be. It 
was a special day for him. Dressed smartly in a white half shirt and dark brown 
trousers with a pair of red chappals, Abhay looked cool. English was his subject for 
the last day, the favourite of all his subjects. He paid extra attention to grammar 
and comprehension because he knew that it would fetch him good marks. 

As he reached the examination centre, he saw Meghna standing in the queue. She 
was about to enter the premises. He had a closer look of Meghna this time. She 
was a charming young lady, average in height with a not so lean figure, long hair, 
dusky skin, pointed nose with a stud on the left side, and noticeable roller coaster 
lips. 

In a fit of excitement, he couldn't control himself this time and sought every 
possible chance to talk to her. As in most of the adolescents, infatuation mostly 
gets the name of love, but actually it is not. Abhay had not been much of a 
Casanova or of flirtatious nature, still age doesn't stop one from behaving the way 
his age demands for; and he was not an exception. Trying to be flirtatious 
unintentionally, he jumped from one idea to the other - from mobile number to 
Facebook. He succeeded partially in getting some information about her, 
although she was skeptical to share them with someone whom she knew so little. 
But sometimes, small things do happen. Life should not be so calculative. 

At 12 noon, the final bell rang and it was all over for them. Everyone came out of 
the school premises with a smile on the face. The first hurdle of their academic 
life was over, but a lot more was on their way. Everyone felt satisfied. 

Honking cars, bikes and auto-rickshaws jammed the road, amidst the laughter of 
the cheerful crowd. The final day was over. A big task had been achieved. Abhay 
happily left the place with a smile on his face. 



On meeting again in a shopping mall that was newly opened in the heart of the 
town, Abhay and Meghna shared some light and funny moments. They shopped 
together, cracked funny jokes, had hot cappuccino coffee with black forest 
pastries, and spoke on how a shy and coy guy like him could add a girl on 
Facebook. They also shared their ideas on how a city like Delhi could be 
instrumental in shaping a career and how their plans could be materialized. They 
hoped and expected for a big change in their lives. 

Finally, the day for the big journey arrived. His mother prepared and packed for 
him mango and green chilli pickles. Most of the time, she was busy with Abhay's 
list of items from clothes to food. She also advised him on dos and don'ts as any 
mother would do. His father did most of the other advises, especially on money, 
as any father would do. 

Finally, the big day had arrived. His train's departure time was 07 hours in the 
morning of May 2nd from Guwahati. But for some unavoidable reasons, he 
decided to board the train at the nearest railway junction, where the train 
normally stopped for two minutes only. He immediately packed all his essential 
belongings like his clothes, a few books, home cooked paranthas, pickles, a few 
English novels by Indian authors, his laptop, pair of shades and his pair of sports 
shoes. Both his parents seemed emotional. His brother helped him in his packing. 
He reached the train junction at around eleven-thirty in the nignt of May 1st. 
From Sarupathar, his vehicle took almost two hours to reach the junction. His 
parents, his elder brother and the driver accompanied him to the station. On the 
way, Abhay received a call from his sister; she advised him on this and that. The 
Delhi bound Rajdhani Express arrived exactly on time; it was now mid-night of 
May 1st or the early hours of May 2nd. He quickly boarded the train because the 
train would halt only for two minutes. He hugged everyone at the station 
including his father, mother, brother and the chauffeur. He wiped his mother's 
tears; he was tearful too, for he never knew his fate. This was his first journey all 
alone, away from his parents. 

The train blew the final whistle; he waved from inside his cabin and in seconds, 
the train shot out of sight. 



Chapter - 3 

THE TRAM JOURHEY 

Abhay quickly checked his ticket and his cabin berth. He dragged his luggage with 
some difficulty as it was mid-night and most of the lights inside the train were 
switched off. After four minutes of search, he at last found the reserved berth 
that was in his name. But to his surprise, there was someone else sleeping in his 
berth and his whole body was covered with a white sheet of cloth from his head 
to feet. One would think that the man is dead, except for the snoring sound that 
also vibrated while breathing out. He thought for a while if the man had some 
heart ailments and in that case, was it wise to wake him up? The coach attendant 
happened to pass by that very moment and saw him standing near the berth like 
a lamppost. 

'Sir, may I help you with your seat?' he asked. 

'Yes, please. I think someone is sleeping on my berth, I don't know what to do. 
Can you please confirm if this is berth number 68?' Abhay said. 

'Yes sir, this is your berth, seat number 68, MB,' he confirmed. 

The coach attendant tried to wake up the man; he tossed and turned twice from 
right to left and then left to right, but did not respond. He tried again. This time 
the man opened his eyes and in a semi conscious state of mind looked at him with 
a thirty-degree body posture and then turned around and farted with ascending 
sound, enough for the two to put their hands on their noses to avoid the 
unpleasant odour. 

'Sir, you can rest on the lower berth, it will not be occupied till morning,' the 
attendant said. 

'Ok, but why is this man sleeping on my reserved berth, I have to talk to the ticket 
examiner,' Abhay said. 






'Sir, it's mid night now. It will be sorted out in the morning, don't worry.' 


Suddenly, he remembered that his reserved ticket in from Guwahati, not from the 
junction where he boarded the train, and so things were instantly cleared and he 
didn't bother much after that. 

He immediately placed his luggage underneath the lower berth, put on his night 
dress, arranged his berth with the bedding that was already kept there and lay 
down to sleep. He closed his eyes, but couldn't sleep. He still couldn't think if he 
had made the right decision to go to Delhi. Thoughts poured into the head one by 
one, both optimistic and pessimistic. He kept on thinking of the possible 
consequences of his going to Delhi. He fell asleep soon after. 


'Hello sirji, wake up. We have reached Guwahati,' the attendant said. 

Abhay woke up suddenly and rubbing his eyes as still in slumber said, 

'Ok, so where is my morning tea?' 

'Sirji, here it is, your tea with biscuits, and what would you have for breakfast?' 
'What do you have?' he asked. 

'For non vegetarians, we have omelette, bread with butter and jam, juice, and for 
vegetarians, we have the same items in the menu, except for the omelette, we 
have vegetable cutlets instead,' the attendant said. 

'Please bring me a vegetarian breakfast,' he said. 

Just then two policemen entered the cabin and inquired the passengers about 
their belongings, their boarding and de-boarding places. Abhay noticed that one 
of the policemen was in civil dress with a pistol tucked inside his jeans and the 
other was in khaki uniform with a red cap and a lathi in his right hand. 



'Where are you from Mr.?' the policeman man asked him. 

'From Bongaon district, and I boarded the train at a nearby junction last night and 
I am going to Delhi for some purpose,' Abhay replied in anticipation to further 
questions by the policeman. 

'You are a smart young man; you answered all my questions even before I asked 
them to you. Please show me your id card,' the policeman insisted. 

'I don't have any id card with me. I left my school id at home. I am going to Delhi, 
and I hail from Assam. 

Just then the train whistle blew and the policemen got down from the train. It 
was much of a relief to him because he didn't anticipate such random checks, 
otherwise he would have had carried a photocopy of the family ration card which 
mentioned his name and his home address. 

Abhay finished his morning tea and was waiting restlessly for the passenger on his 
seat to wake up. Just then, the coach attendant came, woke up the man, greeted 
him and handed over the tea tray to him. The man got down from the seat, put 
on one of his sandals and searched for the other pair, and in his attempt to find 
his sandal, removed all the belongings and luggage that lay underneath the lower 
berths on both the sides. 

Seeing this happened, Abhay who had half-slept the previous night lost his 
temper. 

'Hey! What are you doing man? See what you have done to my things,' he said in 
English. 

'I knows English. I finding my chappol, don't angry me,' the man said in awful 
English. 

'Ok, find it out, but please arrange my things as before,' Abhay said in Assamese 
this time. 


'I talks only English, you thinks I know no English. Myself Sonu the woodpenter.' 



'You mean carpenter/ Abhay asked. 

'Wood mane kath, car mane gadi (in Assamese, wood is called kath and car is 
called gadi), so it's woodpenter and not carpenter; you speaks wrong English/ 
Sonu said. 

Ignoring the man and cooling down his nerves, Abhay asked, 

'So where are you going Mr. woodpenter?' 

'Patna, hamar patniwa ke ghar mey (Patna, my wife's home), aur babuji app (and 
sirji you)?' 

'Delhi' 


'Aaccha, Delhiwa, sunhathe ke wahha nandi ladki gumhatho, kya ye baat saach 
he babuji (Ok, Delhi, I have heard that girls roam around naked there, is this true 
sirji?), Sonu asked. 

'Mujhe malum nahin, aur istare ki baat maat kiya karo (I don't know, and don't 
speak such things). 

Rest of the conversation between Abhay and Sonu was in Hindi and occasionally 
in Assamese. Sonu told him that he worked as a carpenter and travelled 
throughout the year from one place to another. Most of the time, he happened to 
travel and work in Assam and over the period of time, he even learnt to speak the 
Assamese language. Sonu was in full praise for the Assamese people and said they 
are very humble, docile and hospitable. He asked Abhay about his home town and 
Abhay narrated how they travelled from Rajasthan to settle in Assam, their 
business and his Delhi plans. They chatted and became good friends over a couple 
of hours. 



The train reached New Jalpaiguri junction, announcement was made that the 
train would halt there for a few minutes. Abhay stepped out of the train and 
bought poori sobji from a vendor who was shouting in his highest pitch to attract 
customers. At a distance, he noticed a girl who was about his age, a little chubby, 
round faced and with her pair of shades over her head. She was smartly dressed 
in a pair of hip tight blue jeans, a dark green top and a pair of red canvas shoes. 
She carried a blue coloured rack sack on her back and a white coloured hand bag 
on her left hand. 

As Abhay enjoyed the poori sobji, he noticed that the girl was trying to enter 
Coach Al, the same coach in which Abhay was travelling. She removed her rack 
sack from her back and put it on the floor of the entrance door, and was about to 
get inside the compartment. She had hurt her foot a few days back and therefore 
was finding it difficult to get inside quickly. Abhay was noticing her from a 
distance. He went near her and pushed her from behind in the most honest 
intention to help her, but the move went wrong. He realized that in his attempt to 
help her get inside the compartment, he accidentally brushed his hand against 
her breasts. The girl, however, was pissed off with his behavior which she thought 
was abnormal and intentional and angrily looked back at him. 

'What the hell you think are doing with me? Should I call the police for that nasty 
behaviour of yours? Bloody pervert, 'the girl shouted. 

'I was just trying to help you....I mean...just trying...,' he faltered. 

'Nonsense, just get out of my sight, bloody pervert/ she said. 

After a few seconds the train whistle blew. Abhay quickly jumped inside and 
reached his seat only to find to his horror that the girl whom he had pushed a few 
seconds earlier was actually sitting in front of him, in the opposite berth. He 
couldn't look into her eyes for he was horribly feeling ashamed for what had just 
happened. He slightly moved to the other end of the seat to avoid direct eye 
contact with her. 

Just then, the coach attendant brought their packed lunch which had both 
vegetarian and non vegetarian food. Abhay opted for vegetarian. He noticed that 



the girl opted for non vegetarian food which had just three small pieces of chicken 
with a little curry. After the lunch, the attendant brought ice cream. He noticed 
that she took an extra cup, the kind of craze in women for an extra ice cream or 
chocolate. 

It was seven in the evening and the lights were switched on. Abhay was arranging 
his bed with the bedroll that was provided earlier. It had bed sheets, pillow and a 
blanket. Just then, he accidentally hit the girl's back who was also arranging her 
bed the opposite side. 

'Sorry...accidently you know...I mean...,'he said nervously 
'Not again, but it's ok, be careful anyway,' she said. 

'So nice of you,' he promptly answered. 

For the next few minutes, there was pin drop silence in the compartment, the 
only sound was that of the crushing wheels which sounded like ...ghad ghad...ghad 
ghad. Abhay peeped through the glass of the window; there was complete 
darkness with only a few glow worms flying at a distance, near the sugarcane 
fields. 

The girl was noticing him for quite some time now. She thought to break the 
silence. 

'So, what makes you look outside into the darkness? 

'I love every aspect of the nature; darkness is also one of them. I love to spend 
time appreciating the nature, especially the flora and fauna,' he replied. 

'What is your name?' He asked. 

'Shakuntala Subramanium.' 

'My name is Abhay,' he answered. 

'Where are you going Delhi or somewhere else?' He asked. 



I had gone to attend an art exhibition in Kolkata and now am returning back to 
Delhi. Actually I missed my flight and so this cut and paste travel, she said. 

'Art exhibition/ he asked. 

'I sold three of my most creative paintings, priced at a little above a lakh each, she 
said. 

'Oh great, so you are a painter,' 

'Precisely an artist,' she said. 


For about one and half hours the two chatted, often diversifying their topics and 
both valuing each other's stories. They seemed comfortable at each other's 
company. They became good friends, at least for the moment. 

Just then the attendant brought their dinner. He stood up to get a hand wash. 
Near the wash basin, it was a little crowded with people waiting to get a wash. 
After all, air-conditioned compartments have no difference with sleeper classes, 
he thought. When he was washing his hand, an elderly man was standing just 
next to him, for his turn to get his hand wash. Abhay noticed that the man was 
smoking a bidi and spitting out the saliva at the basin. Unintentionally, some 
water sprinkled out and drenched the elderly man's shirt, precisely his upper 
pocket. 

Immediately, the man started hurling abusive language at him and even pushed 
him with his full force. Thank God that the door near the basin was shut, but it 
was unlatched, which of course could have been dangerous. A few people 
gathered hearing the commotion. Abhay was in a state of total shock. He 
apologized but the man kept on abusing him. He was unstoppable; spoke in Hindi 
with a different accent, a type very different from the normal Hindi. At last, the 
railway police had to interfere to give him some relief. He wondered why he ever 



decided to come to Delhi. He thought about the people back home, their decent 
behavior, their love and affection and much more. 

He finished his dinner and switched off the light. He tried to catch up with some 
sleep. But he couldn't. The man's behavior had completely shaken him. 
Shakuntala was noticing him closely but didn't say anything. She was lying in the 
lower berth and he was in the middle berth on the other side. Both were staring 
into the eyes of each other without speaking a word, the bluish ray of light that 
came from the aisle made her look very appealing. Her eyes told him something. 
He kept on looking at them. What did they say?! Abhay wanted to know more, so 
he got down from his berth and sat near her. They were just inches apart from 
each other. He held her hand, she didn't say anything. He came closer to her lips; 
she didn't move back. He kissed her lips, she closed her eyes. The kiss came 
instantly, a kind of happening without being planned. It happened spontaneously. 
He was stressed out with the man's behavior and needed something to cool his 
nerves. The kiss relieved him. 



Chapter-4 




The Rajdhani Express reached Delhi around 2 in the afternoon on May 3rd. 
Shakuntala seemed to be the only fellow passenger with whom Abhay exchanged 
e-mail ids and cell phone numbers. After all, both of them developed a close and 
healthy relation during the journey. Both liked each other's company, and both 
respected each other's positions as individual beings. He hugged her for the last 
time and kissed her on her cheek, that affectionate kiss of a friend who was found 
and lost. 

He stepped out of the train to feel the summer heat of Delhi. It was forty-two 
degrees Celsius at its best and very humid. He bought a bottle of chilled water 
from a local station vendor and washed his sweaty face. This was much of a relief 
to him. He felt the difference in weather between Delhi and Assam. Delhi was 
hotter, he thought. He searched for the contact number that was given to him by 
one of the ADSA members. He found it after a quick search, called it only to find 
the number being engaged. He tried again and this time someone picked up the 
call. 

'Hello, yes, who is this? 

'Hi, my name is Abhay. Is that Aakash Barua on the line? He asked. 

'Yes, that is right. Sorry I didn't get your name? Aakash said. 

'I am Abhay from Assam. I am in Delhi railway station right now. We spoke over 
the phone a few days earlier. I needed some direction to reach your guest house.' 

'Oh, yes. Now I remember, Mr. Abhay, the district level swimmer, right?' 

'Yes that's right' 

'Ok Abhay, you have two options to come to our guest house. Either hire a pre¬ 
paid auto-rickshaw or taxi from the Delhi traffic police booth or take a metro rail 




at the Ajmeri gate side and get down at Kashmere gate metro station. From there, 
take a rickshaw or walk to the gate of Ambedkar University/ Aakash said. 

'Ok, Ambedkar University is where I have to go?' 

'No no, that's just the place where we will meet, at the gate of the University. 
From there, we can either walk or take a rickshaw to our guest house, and mind 
the escalators at the metro station.' 

Abhay preferred to hire a pre-paid auto-rickshaw, the reason for opting out the 
metro rail was that he had never used that before. Secondly, the auto-rickshaw 
ride would give him a chance to see the wonderful city that he had been 
dreaming about for a long time. 

He quickly got into the auto-rickshaw after paying the amount in advance. The 
auto-rickshaw driver was a Sardarji, Kartar Singh from Patiala, Punjab. During the 
ride, Kartar Singh told him that he belonged to a well off family in Patiala, a family 
of farmers and that he was the youngest of the four siblings. He further told that 
he alone had fifty acres of agricultural land in his name. 

'Ok Sardarji, toh aap rickshaw kyun chalate ho? (Ok Sardarji, why do you ride a 
rickshaw then?), Abhay asked. 

'Tussi na samjoge puttar, k halata mainu ika rickshaw d savar karade hana (you 
wouldn't understand son, under what circumstances do I ride a rickshaw), Kartar 
Singh said. 

'Do you have any problem?' Abhay asked. 

'Babuji, I have two sons and one daughter. Both the sons are engaged in farming 
and my daughter is studying medicine in Patiala. So I have to finance her, the 
money from farming is not enough. The middlemen take half of the amount that 
we get by selling the harvests. We don't have modern agricultural technologies 
and so the output is very low every year,' Kartar Singh said. 



He got engrossed in the conversation and also took pleasure in the ride. He found 
Lutyens' Delhi to be a paradise, he never dreamt that it would be so beautiful 
with greenery on the roadsides, broad four lanes, and mammoth buildings all 
around. He noticed that everyone followed the traffic rules, unlike in Assam. In 
about an hour, he reached Kashmere Gate. After some initial directions from 
some locals, he reached the gate of the Ambedkar University where Aakash was 
already waiting for him. 

On seeing him at the gate, Abhay greeted him most humbly. 

'Hey, that's Aakash right,' he asked. 

'Yes, you are Abhay right.' 

'Yes...oh wait a minute,' Abhay said. 

Turning to the auto-rickshaw driver, he said. 

'It was a nice ride Sardarji. You are a nice person, and I wish that your daughter 
completes her medical degree with good marks!' 

The Sardar thanked him and drove away. Abhay gave him a fifty rupee note as a 
tip, Sardarji seemed happy with this humble gesture. 

'Ok, the guest house is about fifteen minutes walking distance from here. Should 
we take a rickshaw or walk? Aakash asked. 

'I have just two luggage, so I think we can walk,' Abhay said. 

No, let's take a rickshaw because the lanes are narrow and crowded. Moreover, 
it's hot, Aakash suggested. 

So they took a rickshaw and after seven minutes, they reached the ADSA guest 
house. It was a double storey building with some sixteen double bedded rooms. 
Abhay checked into one of the rooms at the ground floor. It had an attached 
bathroom with 24x7 running water. It was a normal bathroom, not tiled either at 



the floor or the walls. It seemed that it was cleaned with bleaching powder an 
hour or so earlier, and so it smelled fresh. He rested for a couple of hours and 
after the evening dinner, the president of ADSA came to meet him at his room. 

'Hello, I am Rajiv Bhuyan, the president of ADSA,' he smiled as he extended his 
hand to greet Abhay. 

'It's a pleasure to see you here Rajiv, please take your seat/ Abhay said. 

'Ok I hope you are comfortable with our hospitality. If you need anything else, 
then please let the attendant know about it,' Rajiv said. 

'Yes, it's a nice place to stay in and thanks a lot for the accommodation.' 

'It's always a pleasure to help someone. I read your letters that you had posted 
from Assam and had gone through all your inquiries. Let me tell you that Delhi 
University colleges don't offer Higher Secondary courses; the rules are different 
here. They offer only graduation and post graduation courses. So you have to try 
first taking admission in some of the public schools for your Higher Secondary 
course,' Rajiv explained without a pause. 

'Ok, I didn't have an idea about it,' Abhay replied. 

'Let your result come out, and then we will see. In the meantime, just go around 
the city, explore new places and get acquainted with them,' Rajiv said. 


The next morning, Abhay woke up early, around five-thirty in the morning. He 
went out of the guest house to find a cup of morning tea. After walking for a 
while, he found a roadside vendor who was selling tea and cigarettes. Three to 
four persons were already there and the vendor took orders one by one. 



He placed his order for a hot cup of Darjeeling tea and biscuits, a taste very 
different from the Assam tea. 

Shortly thereafter, he inquired about a stationery shop from where he could buy a 
city guide map and an information booklet. He was directed to a shop nearby. The 
shop was, however, closed at that moment. 

He had his breakfast at the guest house around seven-thirty, took a shower and 
put on his favourite dress. He took his pair of RayBan sun glasses to protect his 
eyes from the scorching heat. He readied for the city tour. He was accompanied 
by his guest house roommate, Mohit Tiwari. 

'So where should we first go, tell me?' Mohit asked. 

'Qutb Minar, I think we should go there first,' Abhay replied. 

'No, let's go to India Gate first, then we will see the Rashtrapati Bhavan, 
Humayun's tomb, Purana Qila and then if we can manage time, we will see the 
Qutb Minar,' Mohit said. 

'Why so, let's see the Qutb Minar first,' Abhay insisted. 

'No more arguments please, just follow me,' Mohit sternly said. 

So they hired an auto-rickshaw for the whole day; eight hundred rupees for eight 
hours, reasonable enough, Mohit thought. 

They first reached India Gate. As usual it was crowded, although less crowded 
than the evening gatherings. In the evening, more people used to throng the 
place because the temperature used to drop by that time and the colourful 
lightening in and around the place attracted the visitors' eyes in one form or the 
other. 

Abhay captured the wonderful moments through the lenses of his digital camera, 
changed positions and took pictures in and around the place. Then they decided 
to see the Rashtrapati Bhavan and the Secretariat Building which houses most of 
the ministries of the Government of India. 



It was hot that day, still they walked. The little breeze that was blowing brought 
some relief to their faces. For security reasons, they could take only a few pictures 
in and around the Secretariat building. Rashtrapati Bhavan, the official residence 
of the President of India is a majestic building, the Durbar Hall and the Mughal 
Gardens are open to public occasionally, but that day, it remained closed. 

From there, they moved on to see the Humayun's tomb and then the Purana Qila. 
There was a long queue for tickets at the Purana Qila gate and it was getting 
hotter that day. So after taking the entry tickets, they decided to quench their 
thirst with some ice cream. 

Just then Abhay spoke. 

'Why is it called the Purana Qila? Is it because it is an old fort built by some 
maharaja? He asked. 

This is a majestic medieval fort built in the sixteenth century, and so it has 
historical importance,' Mohit replied. 

'Are you studying History?'He asked. 

'Yes, I am studying history at D K Singh College, and I am keenly interested in 
History,' Mohit said. 

History apart, they bought some ice cream to beat the rising temperature and 
enjoyed the vanilla and the butter scotch flavours. 

After a couple of minutes, both of them went inside the fort. Abhay was 
awestruck with the stoned structure of the sixteenth century. He appreciated the 
Archaeological Survey of India for managing the beautiful monument, the lawns 
were managed in such a way that one would hesitate to tread upon them. 

As they came out of the fort, a man near the entrance gate advised them to see 
the evening light and sound show; a show that picked up some of the important 
historical events and showed them through the sound and light effects. Being 
convinced, they bought the tickets, and by the time they went inside, it was dark. 
They enjoyed the show as well as the evening. 



The show ended at around eight-thirty in the evening and since it was late 
evening, they decided to go to a nearby place for food. Finally, they decided to go 
to Hauz Khas; a place which was one of the most sought out places for eateries in 
Delhi. The auto-rickshaw-driver asked for more money as his hiring hours 
extended the initial agreement. They hired the auto at ten o'clock in the morning 
and so it had already crossed the maximum limit of eight hours as per the 
agreement. 

'Hauz Khas is one of the most beautiful locations in Delhi,' Mohit said. 

'Ok, so what would we be able to see then?' Abhay asked. 

'Not much because it is dark now, we can come another day.' 

They reached Hauz Khas after a twenty minutes ride. There were a good number 
of restaurants where food and liquor were available. They entered into one of the 
restaurants, small but beautifully decorated with Calico Paintings and 
Chandeliers. They ordered for Chinese and Indian cuisine, and for drinks, Mohit 
took a mug of chilled beer and Abhay ordered a glass of fruit beer. 

'So, you don't drink liquor?' Mohit asked. 

'No, and I would never do that either,' Abhay replied. 

'Good, if you can keep that way,' Mohit said. 

It was a lovely evening and Hauz khas is a place which can be frequently visited 
for the kind of crowd and food; young crowd usually throng the place and as such 
the ambience is always memorable. Lovely young ladies, either with their male 
friends, family or even single adorn the place with their presence; they are usually 
seen relishing the best cuisine and wearing the most fashionable dresses. 



Three gorgeous and stunning young ladies were seated in a nearby table. All 
dressed beautifully in short skirts, jeans and tops. The third lady was simply 
stunning; with red lipstick, a red top and black fishnet stockings. She looked like 
an angle. She was the prettiest among the three young ladies. In fact, she evinced 
much attention that evening. Her voluptuous breasts, her lips painted red and her 
cute smile adorned the beauty in her. 

A prompt conversation started between the two friends; an obvious implication 
of impatience among young people when they get to see beautiful women. 

'Do you see that girl at the extreme corner, isn't she hot?' Mohit asked. 

'The one in the black top,' Abhay asked. 

'No, the one in the red top,' Mohit replied. 

'Yes, she is nice.' 

'What? Only nice, she is stunning, she is hot.' 

'She might hear you. I think you are a little drunk. Please let's go.' 

'No, she won't mind. It's a compliment, she would love it. This is Delhi man, life 
rocks here. If you try, you get a lot here,' Mohit said. 

'City life is quite interesting man, the only thing is whom to approach, and your 
attitude needs to be refined and polite. Girls love that way,' Mohit said. 

Mohit was five feet and eleven inches in height, handsome with visible cheek 
bones and a broad hairy chest and strong arms, the kind of macho man. 

He usually tried one of his old tricks when it came to girls. And so he continued ... 

'Oh I have seen you somewhere, I think we have met before,' the kind of one liner 
Mohit used to throw at girls. This time too, it was not different. 

'Hey, I think, we have met before, you are Shalini, right?' He asked the girl. 



Taken by surprise, she didn't know what to say. It was an awkward situation for 
her. 

'Sorry, I don't remember anything like that,' she said. 

'Oh really, I think I complimented you on your smile a few weeks back,' he said. 
'Where' 

'Chandni Chowk' 

She smiled. She knew that Mohit was trying one of the old tricks to flirt with her. 
But she was frank enough to give him some space and didn't show any sign of 
discomfiture or anger. After their formal introduction, they chatted for a while 
and talked about their respective work. In the course of the conversation, he 
came to know that her name was Rita and that she was working as an airhostess 
with an airline company. 

'I am an airhostess with the Jumbo Air,' she said. 

The Jumbo Air, the newly launched ones right, does it have any international 
route?' Mohit asked. 

'Yes, it's Asia centric airline company. We have routes to Indonesia, Malaysia, 
Thailand, Hong Kong, Dubai and Singapore.' 

Although, Mohit was a little drunk, he didn't behave awkwardly or tried to get 
closer to her on the pretext of knowing her better. On many earlier occasions, he 
even kissed one or two of the girls whom he casually met in pubs and discos. And 
on one or two occasions, even had night stands with them. He was really good at 
seducing, but he he never touched them unless they wanted him to do so. It was 
actually his personality and the gentleman type attitude that the girls liked most 
in him. Moreover, he had good sense of humour. These things worked for him. 

That evening however, things were different. He behaved rationally and with 
Abhay's presence, the scene was really moving smoothly. May be, he didn't want 
to project himself as a womanizer in front of a newly found friend. The charming 
personality of Mohit attracted the lady's attention and in a few minutes, they 



opened up as old buddies. They exchanged phone numbers and even promised to 
meet up whenever opportunities allowed them to do so. Rita as a dedicated 
airline employee asked Mohit to travel in her airliner, if he happened to fly 
abroad. 


For the next two months, Abhay explored every nook and corner of the city. 
There was not a single lane which he didn't recognize by name. In fact, he was 
familiar with every single detail about the city: shopping malls, busy bazaars, PVR 
cinemas, metro stations and restaurants. He even knew the Delhi Transport 
Corporation bus routes and their numbers. 

In the second week of July, his tenth Assam board results were declared. He 
scored an aggregate of ninety-eight percent. He couldn't have had asked for 
anything better in his life than this outstanding perforfmance. There was now an 
occasion for celebration, both in Delhi and at home. His parents called him to 
congratulate and blessed him for his future endeavours. After all, his coming to 
Delhi had now found a justification. 

The next important thing to do was to find out the admission process at some of 
Delhi's leading public schools. Finally, he got a call from a reputed Public School in 
the heart of the city. He completed the course in Science in the next two years. 

The biggest question was to find a career now: apply for medical courses or enroll 
for an undergraduate course at a reputed Delhi University college. 



Chapter - 5 



The heat started to pick up in Delhi. It was the month of August and there seemed 
no relief for the city dwellers. Roadside vendors sold nimboo parti for five rupees 
and thanda parti for two rupees per glass. Most of the cyclists, motorcyclists and 
pedestrians would stop to quench their thirst and rinse their sweaty faces with 
cold water. Things were different for the richer classes of people who drove air 
conditioned fancy cars, shopped at air conditioned malls and stayed at air 
conditioned bungalows in some of the Delhi's posh and semi-posh areas. 

'Delhi is not for the poor,' shouted Ram Singh, the driver of an industrialist who 
drives a Mercedes S Class for his sahib. Why so, asked an auto-rickshaw driver, 
both stopped to drink a glass of nimboo pani at the outer circle of Delhi's one of 
the busiest commercial locations, Connaught Place, which houses commercial 
shops, restaurants and cinema halls. Rich people don't feel the heat, the cold and 
the basic scarcity of life like we do, explained Ram Singh, the driver who was 
employed at Rajen Mathur's home. Mr. Mathur was one of the leading 
industrialists of Delhi. 


In the meantime, Abhay spent two of his youthful years in Delhi, he learnt to live 
the city life and experienced many new things from the metro culture to making 
friends. After contemplating for a few weeks, he finally decided to pursue a 
graduation course and simultaneously prepare for the civil services. After all, this 
was what he had promised to his father and this was the reason for which his 
father agreed to send him to Delhi. His twelfth standard results were declared in 
the end of August; he scored an aggregate of ninety-four percent. There was 
jubilation in the ADSA guest house, where he had stayed for some months after 
reaching Delhi from Assam. Sweets were also being distributed in every room of 
the private hostel where he spent the last two years. His cell phone received 



incessant congratulatory calls and messages from family and friends, his parents 
were very happy to receive the good news. Among his friends, his school 
classmate Meghna called up to congratulate him. She too scored good marks; she 
scored an aggregate of ninety-five percent in the humanities stream from a 
leading Delhi Public School. The half way mark had been achieved, he thought. 

After a few days, most of the Delhi University colleges advertised their admission 
bulletins and procedures, admission forms were online this time and students 
were expected to go to the colleges individually for further queries. There was a 
huge rush in most of the colleges. Most students even tried Jamia Millia Islamia in 
anticipation of high cut-offs at most of the Delhi University colleges. Television 
channels put on air the admission processes in top priority and most of the top 
channels in Delhi interviewed the college principals of some of the reputed 
colleges. Opinions of the admission seeking students were published every 
Sunday in most of the leading newspapers and so the aura was like that of a 
festival that was being celebrated in some parts of the city. 

Finally, the first cut off list in most of the leading colleges was out. Unfortunately, 
Abhay and Meghna couldn't secure a seat for themselves in any of the top 
colleges. After this news, they didn't talk much to each other or to other people. 
They thought that their careers were at stake. Even their family members would 
not be reconciled with mere explanations. 

After fifteen days or so, the second cut off list was out. Thanks to their destinies, 
this time both Abhay and Meghna got admission invite from Hindu College, Delhi 
University's one of the top colleges. Meghna also got a call from Lady Sri Ram 
College for Women in the South Delhi, the top women college under Delhi 
University. 



On the day of the admission, Abhay wore a light blue shirt with a pair of black 
trousers. The day was hot and humid; temperature soared as high as forty-two 
degrees Celsius. On that day, he met two other guys who were smart and 
intelligent in their own ways. One was Nishant Mathur, the son of a Delhi based 
industrialist and the other was Mohammad Faiyaz, the guy from a small town 
called RashBella near Delhi. They became friends the same day, one common 
factor among them was that all three were interested in writing civil services as 
their prime career goal. 

Let's have coffee at the college cafeteria. We are all done with the admission,' 
Nishant said. 

'Not coffee, it's hot,' Abhay replied. 

'Let's have cold drinks and samosas,' Faiyaz said. 

'Samosas now...' Abhay expressed. 

'Yes, the canteen samosas are great in taste. I have heard that from a few 
seniors,' Faiyaz said. 

'Ok, let's go then,' Nishant said. 

The college cafeteria had a huge crowd. People were jostling for space, there was 
not a single seat available on sight. Orders had to be made by shouting in the 
highest pitch; whoever shouts, gets the food. Somehow Nishant broke the queue, 
reached the counter and ordered two plates of samosas and a two-liter bottle of 
Coca Cola. Since there was no space inside the canteen, they went out. They 
found some space and shade underneath a huge peepal tree. 

As they were relishing the hot samosas and the chilled Coca Cola, Nishant noticed 
a cute girl, about five feet and five inches in height, not so heavily built and with a 
lovely blunt hair cut. She was talking to someone on her pink expensive smart 
phone. A slight attention revealed that she had a pretty face, her smile was the 
cutest with a dimple on her right cheek. 



Precisely, in the looks department, Nishant didn't have that typical North Indian 
look. In fact, he had a slightly bulging tummy, round face with curly hair. But he 
was smart with a good dressing sense and polished behaviour. 

On seeing her, he didn't waste much time. He just wanted to talk to her. 

Approaching her, he greeted with a smile and a casual hi. 

She replied with a hello and a cute smile as if she knew him for a long time. 

'I am Nishant, degree first year, History honours, and you?' He asked. 

'I am Paro, degree first year, English honours,' she replied with a cute smile on her 
face, not exactly unaware with such a casual introduction, especially when it 
involved boys. 

'Are you from Delhi?' He asked. 

'Yes, Jam Vihar and you?' 

'New Friends Colony, Delhi.' 

'Ok, I got to go now, see you some other time' she said. 

She left but not without getting introduced to Abhay and Faiyaz. It was a very 
casual introduction, after all, there was no hurry to get a detailed introduction 
because they all knew that they were going to spend the next three years in the 
same college, and so seeing and meeting would be very normal. 

After Paro had gone, the three friends planned an outing for the day. In fact, most 
friends do that in colleges and universities, just to know each other better. They 
met for the first time, but the chemistry between them worked wonderfully. They 
chatted, laughed and gossiped, as if they had been friends for years. 

Just then, Abhay asked... 

'So, you stay at New Friends Colony, must be very rich then.' 



'Ya...don't know, hhmm...just for your information...ok..hhmm..my father is a 
leading industrialist of the city. We are a leading business house in real estates 
and electronic media/ Nishant said. 

'Oh great...why are you at Delhi University then? Do an MBA from the United 
States and then join your family business/ Abhay suggested? 

'I am here because my father wants me to be here. Although he is a leading 
industrialist, he still misses his days as an IAS probationer/ Nishant said. 

'Oh...your father was an IAS probationer, hmmm...he didn't continue further?' 
Faiyaz asked. 

'No, he left it after a year of training to join his family business.' 

'Ok, so he wants you to be an IAS; it's like seeing his own dream through you,' 
Abhay said. 

'Exactly...' 

'Now tell me Faiyaz, what does your father do?' Nishant asked. 

'He is a farmer. We have a primitive farming with three tractors and eight 
bullocks; the income is good, but my father doesn't want me to be in this 
business' Faiyaz said. 

'Ok then, he wants to see you as an IAS, right,' Nishant asked. 

'Yes, but this is my dream too,' Faiyaz replied. 

'And what does your father do, Abhay?' Faiyaz asked. 

'He is a small cloth merchant. We are basically from Rajasthan, we came long 
years back when my grandfather decided to come to Assam and settle here. Ever 
since, we have been staying in this wonderful land called Assam. We have a family 
business that has been running through the ages. My father wanted me to be in 
this business, but I have my own dreams. Competing for IAS was a conditional 
permission to come to Delhi, I agreed, and so I am here.' 



The stories are interesting. We all share similar space and condition, so far our 
career is concerned. Hmmm...ok guys, let's have some fun tonight, movie or 
disco?' Nishant asked. 

'Disco', Faiyaz asked. 

'Yes dude, the fun place where hot babes shake their spotless legs and you can 
drink and dance with them,' Nishant said. 

'You guys carry on. I have to attend a family wedding in Ghaziabad,' Faiyaz said. 

'I am also not so keen...I mean some other day, today let's go and watch a movie,' 
Abhay insisted. 

'Guys, please get out of that small town stereo-type image. I am an obedient son 
of my parents, I have to study hard, I don't want to do this or that...blah blah,' 
Nishant said, losing his temper a bit this time. 

'Ok, I will go to the disco, what's wrong with that?' Abhay suddenly replied. 

'Aah...Ok...Let's go to Connaught Place. We will decide there if we want to see a 
movie or just hang around,' Nishant suggested. 

'Yes, this is a nice idea. Let's take an auto,' Faiyaz said. 

'Hang on guys. My father's chauffeur driven Mercedes is waiting for me outside 
the campus. Do you want a test drive guys?' Nishant asked. 

'Wow, Mercedes!! What luck Nishant!! We have found a jewel in you. Life will be 
so much fun,' Abhay said. 

'I have to thank you guys for being there with me. Most people avoid me because 
I am rich. The rich-poor gap in our society is an established fact,' Nishant said. 



So the chauffeur driven black Mercedes S class drove them from the gate of the 
Hindu College to Delhi's one of the busiest commercial places, Connaught Place. 
The car stopped near the G-Cinema in the Connaught Place's inner circle. The 
pavements in the area were crowded, as usual. They checked out the movies that 
were being screened that day; Sixteen, a movie based on the stories of teenagers 
was being screened in VJ-Cinema in the Outer Circle of CP. To their utter 
disappointment, the balcony tickets were sold out, and so, they decided to see 
around the place. It was evening by then and the place looked stunning with the 
lightings that kept on growing with every second till they turned fully illuminated. 
A huge Indian National Flag was flying high at a distance. 

As they were walking down the lanes in CP's Outer Circle, a dark blue Audi Q7 
stopped at a distance; a middle-aged man got down from the chauffeur driven 
luxury SUV. The man was none other than Rajen Mathur, Nishant's father. Mr. 
Mathur was a strong personality, spoke very less and was highly admired by his 
family and friends. So Nishant didn't want to get his notice, he never knew what 
could have had been his mood. Instead, he drove himself away from him, to 
escape his notice. 

Suddenly, he said... 

'Hey guys, I am on a shopping mood today. Let's us do some shopping business.' 

'I don't have much money,' Abhay replied. 

'I too have very little money,' Faiyaz added. 

'Ok, I am going to buy you things. Pay me later, I mean if that hurts your ego,' 
Nishant said. 

Before anyone could utter a word, Nishant pulled opened the transparent glass 
door of the Levi's showroom and his friends followed him. In fact, they didn't 
have much option that day, but to follow Nishant's command. 

'Hey, Faiyaz, this pair of bootcut jeans would fit well with that yellow half shirt 
that you are wearing,' Nishant said. 



'Yes, of course/ Abhay added. 

'No, thanks Nishant/ Faiyaz replied. 

'Why...I mean...,' Nishant asked. 

'4000 rupees, huh, that's too much,' Faiyaz said. 

'Pay me later and that's final,' Nishant said. 

'lam thirsty,' Abhay said in the middle of the conversation. 

Ignoring Abhay's excuses, Nishant made a quick offer to him. 

'Make a choice first. I think that blue pair of trousers would look good on you,' 
Nishant suggested. 

'Now, you are behaving like an elder brother. Buy something for you too,' Abhay 
said. 

'I need a pair of Reebok sports shoes. You first make a choice,' Nishant said. 

'Ok, I am dying of thirst. Fine, I will prefer that pair of blue trousers, to your choice 
sir,' Abhay said. 

In the middle of their conversation and when most of the shopping was done, 
Faiyaz suddenly received a message on his cell phone. It was from his home. After 
reading it, his mood changed. He didn't speak much. His body language showed 
only expressions, as if something terrible had happened at home. He suddenly 
became sad, the colour of his face changed. It became pale and slightly reddened. 

'Hey, who's that on the phone? Why are you looking so serious?' Abhay asked. 

Nishant didn't notice much and after making the necessary payments, he hurried 
to the next showroom to buy his pair of Reebok shoes. He bought for himself a 
pair of blue Reebok sports shoes and a jogging suit of the same brand. He was a 
fitness freak. He lost fifteen kilograms in the last four months. Thanks to his 
jogging and cycling habits that helped him to rediscover the man in himself. 



'Hey, I remember there is a small milkshake stall somewhere in the inner circle. It 
is damn crowded every time, let's find it/ Nishant said. 

'What else can we find to eat?' Faiyaz asked. 

'Of course, you can get wraps, both vegetarian and non vegetarian,' Nishant said. 
'What is a wrap?' Abhay asked. 

'Moron, it's a roll. Did you get it or should I use more comfortable language?' 
Nishant said. 

'Yes, I got it. Vegetables stuffed chappatis, right?' Abhay laughed out loud. 

To this, all three friends laughed. Sometimes these funny moments do add 
refreshment to a tired conversation. 

'Yes, I remember now. We have to go straight and then turn left. It is at the 
corner,' Nishant said. 

They reached the stall after a five-minute walk. After finding space to sit, they 
ordered for the milk shakes. Each of them had ordered different flavours; Abhay 
ordered strawberry flavour, Faiyaz liked mango flavour and Nishant preferred 
chocolate flavour. 

Suddenly Faiyaz shouted. 

'Hey guys, we forgot about the chauffeur. He must be thirsty too. Poor chap. Let's 
us take a bottle for him,' he said. 

'Good idea,' Abhay added. 

'No, it's Ok. He will have his own cup of tea on his own,' Nishant said. 



A light breeze was blowing that evening, bringing freshness to each one of them. 
A noticeable change in mood was seen in them, except for Faiyaz, who still was 
looking pre-occupied with his own thought. Something troubled him. What was 
that?! No one knew at that moment. 

The evening was awesome for them. After a few minutes, they headed towards 
the car. As they reached the car, they found the chauffeur inside it sleeping with 
his head semi-buried in the steering. They got inside the car, promising to return 
soon to do some cheap shopping inside the underground market called the Palika 
Bazaar. 

The chauffeur didn't talk much and looked worried too. His behaviour worried 
Nishant and he decided to learn it from him right away. 

'Why are you looking so tense? Is everything fine at home?' Nishant asked. 

'No Aryan baba, nothing is fine at home. The riots broke out again in the village, 
merely a few kilometers from our home,' the chauffeur replied. 

'Where is your home?' Faiyaz asked. 

'It's in the village called RashBella, a few kilometers from Chandan Nagar,' he 
replied. 

'Oh, what is your name?' Faiyaz asked. 

'My name is Ram Singh. I am the personal driver of Mathur sahib,' he replied. 

'Yeah, that's my village too. I haven't seen you earlier Ram Singhji,' Faiyaz said. 

'Baba it's a village, not a mohalla; only people who gather for social gatherings 
and panchayat meetings know each other well. Moreover, you are not my age,' 
Ram Singh said. 

'Ok, so this is the reason for which you looked so pale Faiyaz,' Abhay interrupted. 
'Yes...' 


'Why didn't you tell us then?' 



'What would you do, ask those morons not to slit each other's throat, huh,' Faiyaz 
said. 

'Is everything fine at home?' Nishant asked. 

'Yes, except that someone stole two goats last night from the courtyard of a rich 
Muslim farmer,' Faiyaz said. 

'Must be those Hindu rioters,' Nishant said. 

'Are you a freak? How could you use such language? Faiyaz lambasted. 

'What do you mean by that irresponsible statement? 

Yoor, this is the problem with people like you who stereo-type incidents on the 
basis of reports of the television news channels. When riots break out in the 
village, there is always a type of people who take advantages with the situation; 
like they steal, rob or even murder people for money and valuables. They can be 
of any religion, any caste or community,' Faiyaz said. 

'Yep, you are right. We would debate on that and try to find out a solution to that. 
After all, the responsibility rests on our shoulders, right,' Abhay said. 

'Yes, quite right,' Nishant added. 

'Ok guys, why don't you spend the night at my place,' Nishant asked. 

'No, thank you, some other day. Faiyaz will come along with me to the hostel, 
right Faiyaz,' Abhay said. 

'Yes, that's right.' 

'So you guys will apply for the hostel accommodation, right?' Nishant asked. 

'Yes, of course.' 

'Hey, we are about to reach my place. So you guys take an auto-rickshaw from the 
red light,' Nishant politely suggested. 



'Yes, thank you, see you at the college,' Abhay said while getting down from the 
car. 

The Mercedes drove Nishant home. The two watched the car entering a huge 
double storey bungalow in the New Friends Colony, Delhi's one of the posh 
residential complexes. 



Chapter - 6 



It was the first day in college; the scene was like a fashion show with most of the 
students wearing the best fashionable dresses; seemed they randomly picked 
whatever they found, just to fit in with the routine dress culture. But for Abhay, 
Faiyaz and Nishant, things were quite different. Honestly, Nishant didn't have to 
show off his wealth by flaunting expensive dresses; afterall, he was a different 
type. Although rich, he maintained a very humble life style, never drew any rich- 
poor dividing line. He developed this very personality trait from his maternal 
grandmother, who died a few years ago, but her influence upon Nishant had been 
very conspicuous. 

For Abhay and Faiyaz, the college education was very important because all their 
hopes rested on it, their recognition as individuals would come from it. Education 
after graduation would be a mere continuance for them. They were young, 
aspired to be civil servants, and therefore graduation would give them what they 
were actually looking for. 

For other people like Meghna, well her intentions were not known, although she 
seemed to be a serious student and Paro's ambitions too were unclear, although 
she liked the media walla lifestyle, and often kept telling stories of some 
succusseful media persons, mostly serious women types. 

In the meantime, their regular college classes started... 

'Hey, what time is the first class starting?' Abhay asked Faiyaz on the first day of 
the college. 

'Nine-thirty sharp, I suppose,' Faiyaz promptly replied. 

'Is it an honours class or the pass course?' Abhay asked. 

'The first year class routine is hung up there in the notice board, just go and check 
out,' Faiyaz said. 





'You don't know what class we have at nine-thirty?' 

'I know it quite well, you better go and check yourself.' 

'Wow! Attitude, great going,' Abhay laughed. 

'It's not attitude. It's for your own good. If you just concentrate on the civil 
services, your interests in the academic course would decline and eventually 
vanish. In that case your aptitude and approach in every level of the examination 
process would be jeopardized. Academic discussions and assignments are 
stepping stones for a solid civil service preparation,' Faiyaz replied. 

'Wow! You are a genius! More than that, you are a great friend. Come on, give me 
a hug, Abhay said. 

Just then... 

'Hey, I think that's Nishant at the gates. I just saw his Mercedes,' Abhay said. 

It was Nishant who recognized them even from a distance. 

'Hey guys, what's up? Not in the class yet? Nishant shouted as he parked his 
vehicle in the college parking space. 

'I said, you are still outside, waiting for me, I suppose,' Nishant said approaching 
them. 

'Ya..well...,' Faiyaz tried to say something. 

'Well, it's nine-fifteen right now. Let's go inside the class room,' Abhay insisted. 


So they entered the class room sharp at nine-twenty and took the second bench 
on the left side near the window. Noises filled the room like the sound of bees, 
annoying a few students who probably hated the high doss culture that was 



apparently seen that day. The class room looked like a fashion and modelling 
competition dais with both male and female students wearing the most intricately 
designed dresses, some even wore designer dresses. Some girls wore jeans and 
tops which exposed their studded navels, while others wore shorts with high- 
heels footwear. Some boys wore body hugging transparent shirts flaunting their 
six packs and their clean shaven chests, while others wore kurtos and sherwonis 
with a comforter around their necks. 

After the first class, which was a History class, normal conversation started among 
them. 

'So, the first class was really hot,' Nishant said, referring to the young History 
teacher. 

'Yes, she is pretty. What is her name?' Abhay asked. 

'Meera Khanna. She is a St. Stephen's graduate, a Masters and Ph.D from the 
University of California,' Nishant replied. 

'Is she married?' Abhay asked. 

'Yes, she is married to Rahul Khanna, an IAS officer of Bihar cadre and has a nine 
months old son.' 

'How do you know so much?' Faiyaz asked. 

'Oh, so my friend speaks,' Nishant smiled. 

'Yes, Faiyaz is right. Today is our first day in college. We hardly know anything 
about the faculty members, but you seem to have studied their histories well, 
huh,' Abhay said. 

'Well guys, her hubby once or twice came to meet my dad for some official work. 
The second time, I remember, he was accompanied by his wife, our most beloved 
History teacher, Mrs. Meera Khanna,' Nishant said. 

'So you took all her details, very creepy, huh,' Abhay said. 



'Ah actually no, I didn't even talk to her or her hubby. It was only through 
Facebook that I gathered information about her. But I would never deny that I 
found her very charming.' 

'Oh! Now this is too much of a discussion. Let's change the topic. We are here for 
some serious studies, right,' Nishant said. 

'Hey, where is your latest crush? I mean that girl we met on the admission day,' 
Abhay asked. 

'Ah! Yes, Karo,' Faiyaz added. 

'Paro is her name,' Nishant corrected, wearing a blush on his face. 

'Yes, where is she?' Abhay asked. 

'Ok, let's go to the canteen, she must be there,' Nishant said. 


Paro was right there standing near the door of the college canteen. She was 
looking lovely with a navy blue jeans and a short white shirt. Her silky hair kept 
open. Her cute pair of incisor teeth that stood one above the other made her 
smile very attractive. Her left hand was bandaged and hung around her neck; only 
the tip of her fingers was visible. But she looked happy, ignorant of the inherent 
pain that was caused by an arm sprain. 

'Hey, what's up?' Nishant greeted. 

'Hey, I am okay, how are you?' Paro replied. 

'You are looking sweet with that extra tooth, actually that suits with your sexy 
smile,' Nishant said. 



'Oh! Thank you, people actually notice that tooth often. I want to get rid of it/ 
Paro replied with a sheepish smile. 

'So your first class is over. Was it your honours class?' Nishant asked. 

'Yes, my first honours class, the experience was good,' Paro said. 

'Prof. Verma teaches this paper, he is really good,' Paro said. 

'Is he hot?' Nishant tried to pull her leg. 

'Come on. He is my father's age, may be a few years older. You guys know only 
one single thing, right,' Paro said. 

Just then, breaking his silence and putting all casual talks to a halt, Faiyaz 
interrupted them with a rather very different discussion which raised everyone's 
eyebrows. He continued... 

'The riots broke out again; it's a curse on humanity.' 

'Why is it happening so frequently?' Abhay asked. 

'People have no moral values. They are driven by their own beliefs. Sometimes it 
happens to be a love affair between a Hindu boy and a Muslim girl and sometimes 
the opposite happens. Still sometimes, it happens to be the feeling of hatred 
among the communities for one reason or the other and yet sometimes, it 
happens to be business rivalries among the small trading groups,' Faiyaz replied. 

'Why don't the authorities control the riots?' Abhay asked. 

'The riots have now become ghareloo fights in terms of frequency; the kind of 
husband-wife fights for trivial to more serious issues,' Faiyaz replied. 

'Okay, this is really a serious issue. We are pursuing education not just to build 
our careers; we have to shoulder responsibilities to build a healthy nation as well. 
We have to do something,' Abhay said. 


'Yes, right,' Nishant agreed. 



'What can we do to change the psychology of these ignorant people? I don't think 
they would change/ Faiyaz said. 

'Just like we fight for street children, for orphans, for the old and destitutes, we 
would similarly fight for these people who are deprived of their lives and property 
in such attacks/ Abhay replied. 

'Wow! Great idea! But how do you propose to do that?' Paro asked. 

'We have had enough of these communal fights; it's like a recurring disease that 
cripples our minds and bodies every time and any time,' Abhay said. 

'It's a national shame/ Paro added. 

Suddenly, there was a change in conversation. 

'Ok, let's forget it for the moment. We are still students, helpless to do some real 
big actions, and so let's enjoy our lives,' Nishant said. 

'Oh yes, let's go to the discotheque tonight.' Paro suggested. 

'Wow, what an idea!' Nishant happily agreed with Paro. 

Faiyaz, however showed reluctance to go with them. May be, he was still not very 
comfortable with the metropolitan culture, or may be, he valued his principles 
more than the worldly pleasures, which are of course, short-lived. 

'So Abhay, are you joining us tonight?' Paro asked. 

In the course of the conversation, Abhay suddenly remembered something. It was 
his experience years back in Guwahati where he happened to enjoy the exotic 
beauty of a lovely summer evening on a river boat restaurant on the banks of the 
mighty Brahmaputra. He continued... 

'Have you ever experienced the pleasure of dancing on a Disco Cruise?' Abhay 
asked. 



'Yes, I did a couple of times when I visited my cousin last year in London. It was 
great fun dancing on the Disco Cruise and enjoying the beautiful night over the 
Thames river. Where in Assam, one could find a Disco Cruise?' Paro asked. 

'Actually, these are not the likes of Disco Cruises found in London. The experience 
there would have been marvelous. Here in Assam, you could find large party 
boats by the side of the mighty Brahmaputra river in Guwahati. No doubt, we call 
them Disco Cruises, and one could have a drink or dance on its floor and 
simultaneously enjoy the night atmosphere of the river,' Abhay said. 

'What else?' 

'You can relish the finest Assamese and other North-Eastern traditional cuisine.' 

'That sounds brilliant. We will certainly plan a trip to Assam this time,' Paro said. 

Faiyaz left for home that evening. The communal fights still haunted him. As for 
the rest, there was something very promising that evening. Nishant already 
started liking Paro. It seemed she too started to like him. Paro was a sweet little 
devil, a half Goan and a half Punjabi. Her mixed biological background from her 
parents, actually made her temperament grow differently. In fact, it was a 
mixture of innocence and abnormality. Her behaviour was unpredictable. She 
would call someone darling one day and bastard the other day. It all depended on 
her crazy mood. The good thing about her was that she wouldn't hurt anyone by 
her words. Her calling someone a bastard was a product of her sheer abnormality 
which of course, was short lived. Her smile with that extra incisor tooth was an 
obvious symbol of her sexuality that anyone could observe. Her tiny breasts were 
of course, noticeable. No hands were ever laid on them. She was a fresh bloody 
virgin. 


❖ 


'So, where are we going tonight?' Abhay asked. 
'To some really good place,' Nishant replied. 



'Oh! I simply love salsa and hip hop dances/ Paro said. 

'Now, please stop bluffing. Don't try to impress me. I know what you can dance,' 
Nishant smiled as he said without any provocative intention. 

'O hello! I am not trying to impress you. By the way, have you seen yourself in the 
mirror?' Paro asked. 

'Yes, of course. I am handsome,' Nishant replied. 

'Hahaha..Please don't make me laugh. Handsome with that bulging out tummy,' 
Paro said. 

'But I love your smile; that extra tooth makes your smile sexy,' Nishant said. 

'Oh, thank you..,' Paro blushed.... 

'Now, please stop these nonsensical talks. Tell me where we are going tonight,' 
Abhay asked. 

'To a disco to see Paro dancing the salsa,' Nishant used sarcasm this time, 
intentional but friendly. 

'But we need one more girl. Most discos in Delhi permit only couple entry,' Paro 
reminded them. 

'Oh yes, you are absolutely right Paro. Now where would we find one more girl,' 
Nishant said. 

'Let's go first. I am sure we will find someone there, we just need to enter 
somehow,' Paro said. 

So the three friends headed for a scintillating evening, the first of its kind for 
Abhay. It was a new experience for him, coming from a small town and not 
getting the proper opportunity to explore the metropolitan culture, the evening 
seemed to be very promising to him. With thoughts pouring into their heads for 
one place or the other, the full stop finally reached at Jam Vihar, the place where 
Paro resided. 



They reached the most talked about pub cum restaurant of the locality, the Fun 
Plaza, the place where Indians and foreigners visited frequently. As they were 
planning their entry into the pub, they spotted three beautiful girls. It seemed 
obvious that they too wanted to get inside, but were not finding any opportunity 
to do so. Among them, one of the faces seemed familiar to Abhay. He tried to 
recollect, but nothing came to the head. The pretty girl donned a lovely ankle 
length dress, in all red. The legs were covered with black netted stocking with a 
pair of red coloured high heels. Her long curly hair was kept untied, the red 
lipstick on her pouting lips invited temptation for a passionate kiss. Suddenly he 
remembered. The girl was Rita whom he had seen in a Hauz Khas restaurant a few 
years earlier. He also remembered how his mate Mohit tried to flirt with her. 

She was actually the kind of girl with whom every young man would love to flirt. 
Her infectious smile kept inviting male attention, her gorgeous looks had that 
killer instinct in it and her polished behavior was an asset in her personality trait. 

She too was waiting for an opportunity to get inside the pub. They had the same 
problem; all girls with no male companions. She needed someone to go inside 
with, and so on seeing Abhay and his friends waiting outside the pub entrance, 
she approached them with a humble request, the kind of request which Abhay 
and his friends also initially thought about. 

'Hey, actually we were looking for someone to get inside. The pub manager 
strictly told us that he can allow only couple entry. I need a male partner and I can 
see that you need a female companion, and so far my friends' entry is concerned, 
we will request the manager for a leniency in the rules,' Rita said, without a 
pause. 

'We were also looking for similar favour. We also need a female partner to enter 
the pub,' Abhay replied, looking straight into her eyes, without a blink. 

'Great, we should go inside then,' she replied. 

So they arranged themselves in pairs. On a personal request, they asked the pub 
manger to allow the two female friends who accompanied her to enter and the 
manager complied with the request. Once inside, they parted onto their own 



ways. It was a fresh experience for Abhay. The crowd was young; whether they 
were couples, friends or just acquaintances was hard to figure out. The girls were 
pretty, most of them in their twenties and their male partners were of same age 
or slightly older. There were some middle aged men and women, presumably 
some business executives who were easing out from their hectic work schedule. 

For Abhay, it was an awesome ambience, the first of its kind in his life. In fact, he 
never thought that Delhi could be such an experience. As for his friends Nishant 
and Paro, nothing seemed unusual but yes it always thrilled them to be in such 
places because it relaxes one's body and mind. It was not a strip club like in 
Europe or anywhere else but not less either. Born and brought up in Delhi, it was 
obvious that both of them would get such exposures relatively at an early age. 
However, that evening was a different experience for each of them. On seeing an 
unoccupied table, the three immediately captured it. Lucky chaps, they got a 
table. In pubs, most of the time, all the tables are either occupied or reserved for 
some customers who used to reserve tables over phone on weekdays. They 
normally happened to be their regular customers. 

Once inside, Abhay's eyes wandered randomly from one beautiful babe to 
another till he found her, sitting at a corner and sipping chilled beer. She seemed 
to be in a happy mood. The lovely airhostess was the quintessential damsel 
among her peer. 

Once inside the pub and with the lovely ambience around, Nishant and Paro were 
lost in their own weird world and paid very little attention to other people around 
them. Abhay seemed relaxed but his body language showed his preference for a 
change; may be a conversation would open him up, he thought. So he stood up to 
speak to Rita, a kind a massive change in him, because he was a guy known to be 
very shy when it came to girls. But ever since his first kiss in the train, he seemed 
to have had enjoyed the female company, amazingly he became smarter and 
bolder. 



Noises, dark corners, kisses, music and dance filled the evening ambience of the 
pub, and this happened every evening, except on government declared dry days, 
an official declaration against the consumption of liquor. Boosting his confidence, 
Abhay greeted her in his highest pitch of voice, making her a little annoyed, in 
fact. 

'Ye hi, why are you shouting? People expect here to wave at each other and use 
gestures with hands/ Rita reacted. 

The music you know, I am sorry if I have offended you,' Abhay humbly replied. 

'Music is still mild. It would pick up gradually and ya, don't feel sorry...' 

'Can I sit beside you? I mean, the sofa has some space,' Abhay said. 

'See Mr.; let me make it very clear, we needed each other's company just to 
enter. Now it would be fine if we both mind our own business,' Rita said. 

'I am Abhay, if you remember. We met in a Hauz Khas restaurant a couple of 
years back.' 

'Sorry, I don't remember. Please let me enjoy my drink.' 

'Do you remember Mohit, the hunk you met in a Hauz Khas restaurant,' Abhay 
asked. 

Suddenly she remembered that lovely evening spent with the handsome Bihari 
guy whom she met a few years back. She reacted... 

'Yes, that bastard, where is he? He never called me.' 

'He has gone home, left Delhi for some reasons,' Abhay replied. 

Rita offered Abhay some space near her seat, that was nothing but an apparent 
gesture of politeness. Nishant and Paro were busy with their talks, often giggling 
and whispering, as if something funny had happened between them. Rita 
introduced Abhay to her friends. All four of them gradually started to open up 



with talks that flowed naturally. They laughed and sipped chilled beer while 
talking. Abhay ordered chilled fruit beer and cheese buns. He told Rita about his 
Delhi experience so far and she told hers. They ordered more beer, fried chicken 
garnished with capsicum and onion and cheese buns. 

'So, how is your flying life?' Abhay asked. 

'I left the airhostess job a few months back, and now I am working with a PR 
agency in Greater Noida/ Rita replied. 

'Why did you leave that job?' 

'A bastard tried to molest me on several occasions in the pretext of advising me 
on this or that,' Rita said. 

'That's really sad. What did he try to do with you?' He asked innocently. 

'You shouldn't ask me that question. Anyways, I will tell you, he touched my 
bottom twice and when I protested, he told me that I was like his daughter and 
on one occasion, he even forcibly tried to kiss me on my lips when there was no 
one in his cabin,' Rita said. 

'Why didn't you inform your boss about it? Abhay asked. 

'Huh, he was the boss; the CEO & MD of the company,' Rita replied. 

He listened with rapt attention, noticed the change in Rita's tone while she was 
narrating her horrible tale to him. He felt sorry about her and apologized for 
asking her that personal question. She said there was nothing personal about it; 
everyone knew the reason for her resignation. Abhay kissed Rita on her right 
cheek to which she readily submitted, may be, she needed someone to pacify her. 
Moreover, he seemed innocent and humble. Or may be the liquor was doing its 
work. 

The intoxicating influence of the liquor inhibits the brain cells to behave rationally 
in any human beings, sometimes. 



On the other corner, Abhay noticed Nishant and Paro locking their lips and 
hugging each other, both seemed relaxed at each other's company. The influence 
of liquor or real romance, he wondered. After a delightful evening, all of them 
readied to leave. Abhay and Rita exchanged phone numbers and other details. 
They promised to meet up again and hugged each other. They laughed out loud, 
they staggered; everything seemed so crazy. But the evening seemed delightful to 
them and they left the pub happily, with a smile on their faces. 



Chapter-7 


THE 




Faiyaz came back to Delhi after a week or so. He looked different, as if with a 
sudden change; a change that showed that he was unhappy, pale and dejected. It 
was not that he was unwell. He was quite fit and healthy; he took his five daily 
prayers, the first one in the early morning hours. The possible reason for his 
unhealthy look was his honest concern for the people of his village who were 
subjected to constant sufferings, because they themselves never tried to learn 
about a system called religion. Religion was just a practice, but no one ever tried 
to understand it. Instead, they fought in its name. There was no end to it. It had 
become widespread. Of course, none of his family members was ever hurt in 
these incidents, but that was not a reason to be happy. There was an urgent need 
for a change; a change that would define a better life for the people. 

In the meantime, both Abhay and Faiyaz kept themselves busy with their regular 
coaching classes. Their study schedules were very hectic. In the morning, they had 
regular college classes and in the evening, they had to attend their coaching 
classes, thrice a week. They were together for most of the time and their 
closeness built up a strong friendship between them. They were close buddies 
now. They used to discuss several issues from inflation to foreign policy. Many a 
time, Faiyaz also showed concern for a better tomorrow. He discussed with Abhay 
how the communal riots were getting uglier like a cancerous tumor. Abhay could 
listen to him in rapt attention, while Faiyaz could tell him that there seemed 
absolutely no solution to the situation. It was precisely here that Abhay built up 
an innovative idea; the idea to help the riot victims, to provide them with medical 
assistance, food and water and other basic necessities. He discussed his idea 
thoroughly with Faiyaz, Nishant and Paro. They shared their own views and 
perceptions. It had become a regularity to discuss these issues over tea and 
whenever they found time together. There was a holistic change in the perception 
of each one of them. They wanted to change the social values that were losing 



ground because people misinterpreted them for ages now, and to give a new 
definition to human lives, their living conditions etc. 


'We all are educated Indians. We should think of a better and brighter Nation. We 
should try to erase the stereotype image prevailing among certain people and 
groups and help them to re-define their approaches,' Abhay said. 

'Yes, that will be a great initiative/ Faiyaz said. 

'Yes, we can send a message to the people around us that we need to stand 
united, and never fall again,' Paro said. 

Nishant simply agreed with them and kept nodding his head every time his friends 
spoke; an attempt to show solidarity. 

Abhay tried to learn more about the post riot situation and the consequences 
thereafter. And then, he swung into action where he decided to implement what 
he had been thinking about for many days now. The riots which were happening 
at short intervals needed to be stopped, and the victims were to be taken care of. 
He drew a plan that could have had ashamed the perpetrators of violence, be 
them from any caste, religion or community. 

'So here is the plan: we would help those people who would be injured in riots 
and carry them to a safe location like a hospital. In our attempts to help them, we 
will also prepare ourselves to provide them with basic medical assistance, food 
and water,' Abhay said. 

'This is not an uncommon idea dude. Most communities do that for their people,' 
Nishant said. 

'No, this would be a great idea. The idea is not to help people from a particular 
community, the idea is rather to help all those who would be in distress and this 
way we would be able to send a strong message to the perpetrators of violence, 
telling them directly or indirectly that humanity is the greatest religion,' he said. 



'Great idea Abhay, I am with you/ Paro said. 

'We don't have a place to shelter the injured and the permission to do so. I mean 
there might be some legal issues involved in taking such a move/ Nishant said. 

'Yes, you are absolutely right. We would not shelter the injured, we will just shift 
them to the hospitals and if possible, we can think of some home type of thing for 
the poor, but not right now. And for the permission, I don't think we need 
permission to help someone who would be in trouble, and even if the permission 
thing is required, we will know about it later,' Abhay said. 

'Great idea, but what about our studies, we all need to compete for the civil 
services/ Faiyaz said. 

'Excuse me! I am interested in journalism. I want to be a journo after my college,' 
Paro said. 

'Great then, you could write about us and how we struggled to build up healthy 
people and a healthy nation' Abhay said. 

'We really have busy schedules ahead then/ Nishant said. 

Just then Abhay's mobile phone started to buzz. It was Meghna on the phone. 
They spoke to each other like close buddies, laughed out loud and shared their 
respective college experience. Abhay also shared his idea about helping the riot 
victims. She liked the idea and promised to help them and even join them. A 
Political Science honours student at Delhi's prestigious Lady Sri Ram College for 
Women, she kept herself busy most of the time. They hung up with mutual 
promise that they will meet up soon. Destiny had a lot to tell them, they had a lot 
to change the destiny. 


The next day Abhay brainstormed and tried to explore the different means to 
reach out to his plans, the one he had been constantly contemplating for months 
now. He was a regular newspaper reader. In the right hand column of the fourth 



page of an English daily newspaper he found an advertisement, the one which he 
had been searching for weeks now. He was extremely happy to read the 
advertisement. It read: Ambulances on Hire, Call 0800 0800 8000 for assistance. 
For further reference, he immediately noted down the number in his personal 
diary. He immediately called up the number that was printed in the newspaper. 
He got a response from a young female voice. He inquired about the services and 
the rent that he was supposed to pay to the hiring agency. The good thing was 
that the agency also provided with a driver in emergencies. The payment due to 
the driver was included in the rent that he was supposed to pay for hiring the 
ambulance. He was happy that he didn't have to pay an extra amount on the 
driver. Moreover, the search for a driver was found without much effort. Now, 
the planning can be done without much delay, he thought. 

He called up his friends to inform about the development. In the same evening 
when they met for coffee at a coffee shop, they minutely discussed every single 
detail of their plan and how the plan was to be executed. In the meantime, they 
also meticulously prepared for the civil service exam, Abhay and Faiyaz being the 
most serious among them. 

A few weeks later, Faiyaz got a call from home that communal violence had 
started again. This time for a trivial cause. Someone had stolen a goat from a 
Hindu house in the mid-night when the whole family was sleeping. The goat was a 
milch goat; a source of both food and earnings for the family. Interestingly, there 
was not a single Muslim house near that locality. There were a few Muslim 
houses at least five miles away from the house where the theft had happened. 
The area often had power cuts at nights and the village roads were difficult to 
walk upon. Still, a few village men spread the news that it was done at the behest 
of a few goons from the other side of the village. Immediately, clashes broke out 
between the members of both the communities. Some of them were bleeding 
profusely from their heads, noses and ears. The doctors at the nearby 
government hospital were on strike that day, so the injured were left unattended 
at the verandahs of the hospital. 


'This is the right time. We need to act fast,' Abhay said. 



Faiyaz agreed with him and so informed Paro and Nishant about the incident and 
sought their active co-operation. Abhay called up the ambulance hiring agency for 
immediate help. Faiyaz called up to know the exact location where the injured 
were kept. Paro and Nishant quickly purchased all necessary items like medicines, 
bandages and water bottles. 

They made some random calculation; distance between Delhi and the village 
where the incident took place, road conditions, anticipated violence, and the 
authorities' reluctance on such a move etc. Nevertheless, they were determined 
to help the injured, doesn't matter from which religion, caste and community 
they belonged to. 

It took one hour and fifteen minutes to reach the hospital where the injured were 
kept, another thirty-five minutes to shift them in the ambulance and seventy 
minutes more to reach a government hospital in Central Delhi. The doctors in the 
hospital refused to attend to the injured. The ostensible reason was that they 
were riot victims from a different place and therefore policing process needed to 
be done first. 

However, with incessant requests from Abhay and his friends, the doctors finally 
agreed to attend to the injured, only after informing the local police about the 
incident. Fifteen minutes later, a police jeep entered the hospital premises with a 
sub inspector and two armed constables. The police team reprimanded Abhay for 
being so irresponsible and asked him to meet the Assistant Commissioner of 
Police of the area, his immediate superior. Abhay and his friends agreed to meet 
the ACP once the injured were treated. None of the injured was admitted in the 
hospital; they were given first aids and then released. In the evening, after light 
refreshments, the injured were ferried back to the village, Abhay and his friends 
also accompanied them. 


The next morning, a meeting was arranged with the Assistant Commissioner of 
Police. Abhay and his friends reached the police officer's office premises at 
around eleven in the morning, making sure that they were not late for the 



appointment. The officer was, as usual, busy taking phone calls and signing 
papers. He was a young man in his late thirties, clean shaven, smart and dressed 
in police uniform; the stars studded on it showed his rank. As soon as Abhay and 
his friends entered the ACP's chamber, the officer politely welcomed them and 
asked them to take their seats. 


'Sir, you wanted to see us,' Abhay politely asked the officer. 

'Yes young man, on a very serious note/ the ACP replied. 

'What is it, sir?' Abhay asked. 

'I am Ravi Kumar from the UT Cadre. By what name should I call you dear?' 

'I am Abhay, they are my friends, Paro, Nishant and Faiyaz,' he said. 

'Do you have any idea of your presence here?' 

'No sir,' 

'Well then, let me tell you something. You have done a great job, bringing those 
injured to Delhi for treatment. I appreciate that. It needed a lot of courage, but 
the job also involved lots of risks, the kind of risks that could have cost your life,' 
the police officer said. 

'But we didn't do anything bad, didn't instigate any violence. We only helped the 
injured, irrespective of their caste and religion. We only helped them as human 
beings. We did our job as educated and responsible people of this country,' he 
said. 

'That is what exactly some people would not want things to happen. As a police 
officer, I am only trying to advise you to be careful in future. You have young 
blood in your veins, you want to help the needy and helpless people. But some 



people would never change, you couldn't change their beliefs on caste and 
religion that they have been holding so close to their hearts. They think that they 
exist for a cause, they live and die for it. It is called religion. Shamelessly, it's the 
some religion that is dividing the people, killing them, making them enemies to 
each other. Tell me, can you change them?' the officer asked. 

Moreover, it also involved some legal issues. You are not supposed to bring any of 
the riot victims from one state to another without prior permission,' the officer 
said further. 

'Yes, we didn't know that,' Abhay said. 

'Remember, next time if you happen to do such a thing, you should have the 
permission to do that,' the officer clarified. 


Reacting positively to what the officer said and learning from their mistakes of 
ignorance and over-confidence, they wanted to tell the officer their own 
knowledge about what they saw and what they believed. 

Faiyaz continued... 

'Sir, it's not like that everywhere. In our village, we have Hindus and Sikhs who 
perform namaz and fast during the holy month of Ramadan, and there are 
Muslims who chant Gayatri mantra and perform other Hindu religious practices 
during festivals like Ganesh Chaturathi.' 

On hearing that, the officer reacted... 

'That is probably one incident out of thousands. If this good feeling between the 
communities evolve as a changing factor in the minds of the people, then there 
would be nothing better for this country.' 



'Sir, we need your support and suggestion on our struggle for a change/ Paro 
said. 


'I don't know if I could be of some help to you, but yes I would advise you 
something. Try to find out if you could meet up someone in the CMOs of the 
concerned states and it would be better if you could meet someone in the PMO 
who could help you with your work, the officer said. 

After sometime, the officer left for some urgent appointment, but the suggestion 
he left for the guys really helped them to think about a change in their approach, 
the kind of change which probably they were thinking for quite some time now, 
but didn't know how to reach it. 


'The suggestion is not bad; we need to think over it. I think, Nishant, your father 
can help us to arrange a meeting with someone in the ministry or so. I hope he 
has some really good connections, 'Abhay said. 

'Yep, may be. He is on a business trip to the U.S., let him come back. I would 
request for his kind consideration on the matter,' Nishant said. 

In the meanwhile, some media houses in Delhi and some local newspapers in 
RashBella brought up the case of Abhay and his friends' heroism. It raised many 
an eyebrow in the political circles as well. Some media houses in Assam also 
programmed on his acts of heroism; media icons, politicians and retired 
bureaucrats were invited to the talk shows. All opined positively on his efforts to 
bring a change in the society. 

His courage garnered much attention from many high profile politicians and 
bureaucrats. He became a hero overnight. Many newspapers in Guwahati tried to 
contact him over phone. He was a busy man now. His cell phone rang incessantly 
with congratulatory messages from his friends and relatives. He told that there is 
something bigger in life than pursuing just a career and that he had already 
experienced it and had started to fall in love with it. 



For the next couple of days, Abhay was busy writing an article for one of the 
leading newspapers in Delhi. The article titled Communalism: The Face of on Ugly 
Prejudice?! In this article, he mentioned the growth of communalism in India 
especially when the colonial powers ruled over us and our land. The concept of 
the white man's burden literally brought administrative changes and with these, 
history writing introduced itself in newer forms; forms that diversified opinions on 
the richness of our histories, and re-wrote our histories in distorted forms, 
especially when they classified histories into bright and dark phases, the Hindu 
and the Muslim periods. He further mentioned that this in itself became a 
harbinger of much hatred; the psychology got embedded in the minds of a few 
vested classes. 

People hate people for nothing. Communalism is rather a kind of mental disease 
that gets transformed into deadly acts of violence in the forms of vandalism, 
killings, rape and above all, he wrote, it kills mankind and humanity. He further 
urged for a change in those who stereotyped communalism for their own vested 
interests and asked them to cleanse their minds, before they clean their toilets. 

He especially urged the younger generation to shoulder responsibilities to shun 
the hatred among us and lead the nation from the front and save it from falling 
apart. 

The article garnered much attention from the intellectuals, as well as evinced the 
interests of the younger generation into doing something positive for the good of 
the nation and its people. It evoked the national awareness among all classes of 
people, irrespective of their religion, caste and creed. Most television channels in 
Delhi interviewed him and brought his honest intention to the forefront of a 
religiously fractured society. Some older people who fought in the name of 
religion and instigated violence were ashamed of what was happening around 
them. They cursed Abhay and his friends and hurled abuses against them for 
trying to alter the social fabric of an aged old society. While the intellectuals 
laughed at them, others who loved controversies remained quiet and observed 
the development silently. 



Abhay and his friends, however, remained unfazed by such criticisms and jibes 
thrown at them. Their only intention was to reform the society, no matter, what 
come their ways. 


After a few hours of Abhay's interview in all the major television channels, his 
father called him to congratulate him and to tell him that he was already feeling 
very proud of what his son was trying to do. He appreciated the way he was 
progressing in a new and remote place. His mother broke down on hearing her 
son's voice over the phone, and as usual, advised him on this and that. The 
conversation ended with see you soon mama... 

With all these wonderful developments around him, Abhay's motivational spirit 
inside him grew hundred times more. He was now a confident man; a man who 
could think of a progressive nation, a nation that has been riding the roller coaster 
ride for ages now - in the name of caste, creed, and religion. 

In the next few months, the developments were rather very rapid. It was like 
God's blessings being showered incessantly and without much effort. 

Nishant's father was kind enough to arrange a meeting with the Prime Minister's 
Office (PMO). It was really a big day for Abhay and his friends. 

The Prime Minister was a dynamic man in his early sixties and with a political 
career spanning over four decades now. When his private secretary briefed him 
about what Abhay and his friends had been doing, he readily agreed to help the 
boys. The PM thought from his heart and knew that the poor chap needed some 
help. The news channels made his work easier now. After all, it was a wonderful 
work done by him, unprecedented perhaps in the history of the younger 
generation which even touched the heart of the honorable Prime Minister of 
India. 



Chapter - 8 


THE MEETING WITH THE PRIME MINISTER 


There is nothing more refreshing than a bright sunny morning. It opens up one's 
mind and makes him feel that the day is going to be great, especially when one 
has to meet the Prime Minister of the country. Things were not unusual for 
Abhay. He quickly picked up his formal pair of navy blue trousers and a white full 
sleeve shirt. He took a quick shower and tried to look as humble and sober as he 
could have had done. He remembered to put less cologne on his body and equally 
less amount of hair oil. He didn't put a neck tie for he believed in himself and not 
so much on the pseudo intellectual types. 

Abhay reached the South Block office of the Prime Minister of India at around 
eleven-thirty in the busy morning hours. For the first time in his life, he realized 
the intendancy of a high profile government office headed by the Prime Minister. 
The Bobus were seated in their respective chambers with their designation name 
plates on the doors which kept on flapping with the frequent opening and closing 
of the doors. 

At around twelve-forty noon, the Private Secretary to the Prime Minister himself 
welcomed Abhay to the Prime Minister's chamber. The Prime Minister was seated 
there in his hot seat, signing papers and attending to phone calls. His left hand 
fisted as he tried to hold the cough that he was suffering from a cold for quite 
some time now. Despite that, he looked cool with his charming personality. 

Abhay greeted the Prime Minister in the humblest manner to show regards to the 
country's one of the versatile politicians. Needless to say, the Prime Minister had 
a strong personality with a composed voice as if he commanded every voice in his 
own style. He didn't have much in the looks department. He had a slightly bulging 
tummy, and was round faced, spectacled and donning the brightest and the most 
intricately designed kurtas with a saffron coloured half jacket over it. 

'Welcome, young man. I have heard a lot of good things about you,' the Prime 
Minister spoke for the first time on seeing Abhay. 


The moment when Abhay saw the Prime Minister was like seeing a falling star 
because he knew it well that he couldn't see him again and again. And as most 
people believe that a falling star is short-lived but brings good fortune if one 
wishes for something on seeing it falling from the sky, Abhay too wished to get 
good fortune from his meeting with the Prime Minister. 

'It is a pleasure beyond my words to express my thanks and gratitude to you, 
honorable sir, Abhay spoke as his eyes wandered from one thing to another, a 
clear sign of nervousness to which the Prime Minister responded by tapping 
Abhay's back in a friendly gesture to calm him down. 

For the next twenty minutes or so, the Prime Minister and Abhay had a very 
healthy conversation on how small things like caste, creed, religion, ethnicity and 
race are affecting the psychology of people all around the world. These small 
things in turn give birth to ideas like communalism, racism and not the least, 
terrorism. People fight in the name of a brand and most leaders don the brand 
ambassador's badge to incite violence, murder, rape and arson in the name of 
religion, caste and race. The ugly faces of communalism, racism and terrorism 
apparently destroy the structure of a nation established with years of dedication, 
sacrifices and tolerance of many people over the ages. 

The Prime Minister appreciated the courageous, inspirational and thought - 
provoking work carried out by Abhay and his friends. He promised to open up an 
abandoned government building for the purpose of a temporary NGO, as being 
requested by Abhay. The building was located at Shah Jahan Road, one of Delhi's 
prime locations; the place was a few furlongs away from the New Delhi Railway 
Station, a prime government hospital and the Majestic India Gate. Abhay could 
not have had imagined more than anything like this offer from the Prime Minister. 
His left with a huge smile on his face and thanked the Prime Minister from the 
deepest core of his heart. He was also promised a financial package by the Prime 
Minister. Abhay now knew that all good things in life end with a good note. The 
Prime Minister was like a Godfather to him. 

In the meantime, Abhay busied himself for Civil Services exam. He knew that a lot 
depended on his career - name, fame and above all, his dream of making other 



people smile. He spent long hours in the college library, attended regular college 
lectures and completed his assignments on time. He and Faiyaz alternatively 
topped the class examinations. Nishant's performance was always average and 
Paro always topped with distinction marks. Meghna, the girl not much in the 
scene also topped in her college with outstanding marks. 

Over nine months or so, Abhay and Meghna came closer, may be, due to the fact 
that they both hailed from the same place or may be, the social worker image 
that Abhay donned for quite some time now really impressed her a lot. They 
became good friends. 


It was time for a get together and so one evening, all the four friends met in a 
South Delhi restaurant. Abhay told them how the meeting with the Prime 
Minister boosted his zeal to work for the socially and economically deprived 
people. 'Caste and religion have no influences on the rich and wealthy/ he said. 
They all had a plan - contribute a percent of their pocket money towards a fund 
that could be used for the welfare of the deprived classes. A fund raising account 
was planned - and they sought other ways out - if they could reach out to some 
really rich people like Nishant's father then their work would be easier. After all, 
Nishant's father was in the board of many business houses. In an informal way, he 
was expected to share the idea of fund raising to other board members. The 
board members are a team of several other corporate houses. They headed one 
or the other division in their respective companies. Thousands of employees 
worked under them and so they thought that huge sums of money could be 
collected. 


'Paro, you will take care of the fund raising account,' Abhay spoke as he sipped a 
spoonful of hot vegetable soup. 



'Doubtful/ Paro replied licking her fingers to admire the delicious Chicken 
Manchurian balls cooked in the pure Indo-Chinese flavor. 

'Yes Paro, you can take care of the account/ Nishant said. 

'No please, I am bad in accounts. This is the only reason why I opted out of the 
commerce course in higher secondary/ Paro said. 

'You don't need to count every penny. It's just a formality. Moreover, we are not 
getting in crores, we have to really work very hard on this because most people 
are skeptical and they won't shell out money without learning our cause first/ 
Abhay said. 

'Ok. But I would need hundred rupees per month as salary for the job,' Paro said 
with a friendly note and still licking her fingers. 

'Ok done! Abhay replied with a smile... 

So the first job was done. Paro will shoulder the responsibility of maintaining a 
fund raising account. Her bad mathematics knowledge didn't help her to dissuade 
her friends from imposing this responsibility upon her. 


Early next morning, Abhay and his team reached the building premises at Shah 
Jahan Road, which the Prime Minister had promised him for the set-up of an NGO 
- the enthuosiastic and noble zeal. As they reached the place, they were 
mesmerized by the exotic ambience in and around the place. It was full of 
greenery and the chirping of early morning birds made it all more breathtaking. 
The building seemed to belong to some minister or senior bureaucrat, army, navy 
or air force officer. It was a two storey building with a sprawling garden at the 
backyard and at the front. The good thing about the building was that it was still 
maintained, although not regularly as some patches of fresh paints were visible. 



In the backyard, there were fruit orchards and wild orchids. Moreover, it had that 
strong smell that probably came from the orchids. 

'OMG, what a building and what a lovely ambience/ Paro instantly reacted on 
entering the building premises. 

'Yes, a lovely place indeed. It will be great fun working here/ Faiyaz said. 

Thanks to the Prime Minister for his generosity and love/ Nishant added. 

'Yes, and we would make him proud by delivering on our promises,' Abhay 
continued. 

There was a chowkidor in a guard's uniform, middle-aged and rather fragile with 
one of his bandaged feet. On being questioned, he told that he hurt his foot at 
night when he fell down in one of the nearby drains near the building gate. He 
also complained of poor eye sight due to his advanced age. 

'Ok chochoji, you are guarding this building. Is this a public or private property?' 
Abhay asked. 

'I have no idea, but a businessman wanted to buy this house when it was 
auctioned by the government last year/ he said. 

'So, this property belongs to the businessman. How could we run the NGO then?' 
Nishant said. 

'A disputed property, I think,' Faiyaz said. 

'Paro, please call up the PMO's office to learn further details about this property. 
Tell them that we have the Prime Minister's orders to enter the premises/ Abhay 
said. 

Paro took Abhay's cell phone and called up a number which he directed her to do 
so. The number was that of the Private Secretary to the Prime Minister of India. 

'Hello sir. Is this the right time to call you? Actually we needed some information 
about an abandoned government building at Shah Jahan Road. The honorable 



Prime Minister permitted us to use the building for a cause. It seems the property 
is disputed. There is a chowkidar here guarding the building and he says some 
businessman wanted to buy this property. Are we on the right track/ Paro asked? 

'Let me check and I will get back to you in a couple of minutes/ the Private 
Secretary replied. 

After ten minutes or so, he called back to clarify their doubts. He continued... 

The property is not disputed. It's a government property. A few years back, the 
taxation department seized this property from an industrialist because he evaded 
tax payments running into at least three hundred crores for many years. And last 
year the Government of India tried to auction it to get a buyer since the 
renovation charges were huge every year. The buyer, a Delhi based businessman 
was the highest bidder. It was sold for a hefty sum of two hundred and fifty 
crores. However, he failed to pay the amount in installments and therefore the 
contract was cancelled. Now, there is a chowkidar appointed by the government 
to guard the building from any trespassers/ the Private Secretary said. 

'Ok, thank you so much sir and sorry for disturbing you/ Paro said. 

'Chachaji, how many rooms are there inside this building and could you please 
find someone to clean the rooms?' Abhay asked. 

'There are a total of nine rooms; five on the ground floor and four in the upper 
floor, all rooms are connected to central air-conditioning. Two rooms are 
furnished and others are vacant rooms with only a few chairs and cupboards 
attached to the walls/ he said. 

'Great then, we can shift to this new office tomorrow itself. Let's go upstairs to 
find more about this lovely place,' Abhay said. 

All four monitored the rooms one by one, the furnished rooms had one big table, 
slightly U-curved and glassed. There was a revolving leather chair with landline 
telephone wires just behind it. Another attraction was that of a huge picture 
window opening to the roadside, with the view of the lush green surroundings. 



Things were settled...almost immediately; the lovely office premises looked like a 
new born baby. 

It was a mood changer for them. The things were happening as they had planned 
so far. Seriously then, they needed an occasion to celebrate and the day was 
perfect. They hurriedly caught a Delhi Transport Corporation bus and reached 
India gate. 


'Ah, travelling in a jam packed bus is really very worrying,' Nishant said. 

'Rich brat, what's wrong with your Mercedes today. After all, we also need some 
leisure and we bank upon you heavily for that,' Abhay said. 

'The chauffeur is not well today. He is suffering from diarrhea,' Nishant replied. 

'Why can't you travel in a bus sometimes? I have a car but I also travel by other 
means. It's also safe to travel by buses and we also have this parking problem in 
Delhi, Paro said. 

'It's because I can't stand the smelly armpits of the passengers and that too in 
summer. Once while I was in standard two or three, my chauffeur took me to his 
brother's place in a public bus. I still remember the incident. It was a horrible 
experience with more than eighty passengers for a sitting capacity of not more 
than fifty passengers in that bus. At the top of it, someone trod upon my foot and 
I was crying in pain. Ever since, I just hate to travel by public transport,' Nishant 
said remembering the incident. 

'What are we planning to do now? The heat is picking up,' Faiyaz said. 



Just then, the President of the Republic of India passed by with his heavily armed 
motorcade and with the siren wailing; a clear sign of authority and power. Nearby 
the passing motorcade, stood a woman with her three-year-old child whom she 
tied up with a cloth and hung her around her back. She was shabbily dressed and 
fragile. She was a beggar. Beggars were not allowed in those high sensitive areas, 
however, one could see one or two sometimes. It was not clear if they came to 
beg or loiter around the place like others. That's real India, Abhay thought. 

After spending sometime taking strolls near the lush green meadows at the India 
Gate, they headed towards Chandni Chowk in Old Delhi, the place famous for 
eateries, and cheap shopping. As they reached the place, it was already noon and 
they had started to feel hungry. The only idea that came to them was to visit the 
Poronthe Wali Goli, the famous eatery hub for person of any age. 

'I am starving guys. Let's go to the Poranthe Wali Gali. We can relish stuffed 
paranthe of our choices,' Paro said. 

'Paranthe Wali Gali. Where is it and what it is famous for?' Abhay asked. 

‘Arrey Baba, of course, paranthe, what else, stupid,' Paro said. 

'Yes, of course, that's a brilliant idea. We should try paranthe today, I am starving 
too,' Nishant said. 

So they zigzagged through the busy and narrow Chandni Chowk lanes to reach the 
Paranthe Wali Gali. The gali was not just a straight lane with shops or dhabas. 
There were L-shaped lanes, N-shaped and what not. Finally, they reached a dhaba 
which was relatively less crowded. It was spacious too and looked hygienic. As 
they sat to order, Paro's eyes fell on something and she was instantly awestruck 
with it. There was a huge photo of a Bollywood superstar and beneath it, there 
were burning agarbattis (incense sticks) and diyas (lamps). On seeing it, she 
asked. 

'Bhaiya (brother), why are you burning agarbattis beneath the photo of this 
Bollywood actor,' Paro asked in great surprise. 



'Madam ji, mein inka pooja karta hoon. Woh ob kitna boda aadmi bon gaya hain. 
Woh iss j'ogoh k ek nivoasee hoi (Madam ji, I use to worship him. He has become 
such a big star now. He is a resident of this place). 

'What a waste? He is trying to spoil the institution of worship itself/ Paro 
murmured. 


With a light laughter, they finally ordered motor (peas), gozar (carrot), gobi 
(cabbage) and mooli (radish) paronthes, stuffed with onion, ginger and coriander. 

After relishing the mouth-watering paronthes, they headed to see the nineteenth 
century Urdu poet, Mirza Ghalib's hoveli, now preserved by the government and 
opened to public as a monumental heritage site in the form of a museum. It's 
famous by the name of Gholib ki Hoveli. Once inside, they appreciated both the 
rich hand written poems of the great legendary poet and also the architecture of 
the hoveli, which threw impression of the Mughal era. 

At the onset of evening, Abhay and his friends sat at a roadside dhobo, a few 
meters away from the Red Fort. As the sun was setting, the faint sun rays that fell 
upon the Red Fort made it look even more beautiful. Sipping hot cups of tea, they 
discussed their next plan; the requisite funds for the set-up of the NGO, their 
possible civils exam commencement dates, the working pattern of the NGO and 
life after their graduation. As they saw birds flocking together in the twilight of 
the setting sun, they realized that unity had always been the strongest weapon 
for anyone, and that things desired unitedly had always been achieved. 

'The will to do something is more important than the desired result/ Abhay said. 

'United we stand and united again we stand,' Nishant laughed out loud as he tried 
to share a light moment. 


'Let's get some bread pakoras, the green pudina chatney looks yummy,' Paro said. 



After a while, the evening turned slightly stormy, didn't rain, but it was a bit 
windy and dusty too. So they quickly returned to their homes taking separate 
public vehicles. Nishant and Paro took an auto-rickshaw and Abhay and Faiyaz 
boarded a Metro Rail. 

It was an encouraging day for them; most of the time spent productively, the NGO 
building being settled, the main reason for which they tried so hard for so many 
days now. 

A new beginning was awaiting them and destiny was going to make them heroes. 
Only time was a factor. 



Chapter-9 


THE 




Within the next few days, the PMO cleared all the paper work required for the 
newly proposed NGO building, subjected to certain limitations. The Prime 
Minister himself signed the clearance file. An official congratulatory letter 
addressed to Abhay and his friends was separately sent. The final clearance 
brought hope for the big game now. All of them were thankful to the Prime 
Minister for his co-operation and his prompt action. Abhay personally sent a hand 
written letter to the Prime Minister, thanking him for everything and seeking his 
blessings for their further efforts. Later, within two days or so, he received an 
official acknowledgement from the PMO. 

Time flies, see we have finished our two years in college and we still feel that we 
are in the first week of our graduation/ Abhay said, and to which his friends 
agreed and started narrating their own tales of small and big incidents that 
happened with them from the day one of the college life. 

'When is the civil services exam notification expected?' Faiyaz asked. 

'Probably in a couple of days, I guess,' Abhay replied. 

'Oh, you guys are expected to clear in the very first attempt,' Nishant said. 

'What about you Nishu?' Paro asked. 

'Nishu, boh, now that's something news to us no,' Abhay said and to which all 
laughed out loud... 

'For how long the good thing happening between you guys and when is the party? 
Abhay grinned pleasurably. 

'No, there is nothing between us, we just are good friends,' Paro blushed. 



'Nishu, what is your opinion on Paro?' Faiyaz asked and to which again all laughed 
out loud. 


'We still are getting to know each other and we like each other's company. Paro is 
a sweet little devil/ Nishant said. 

At this, all laughed and shared every minute detail of their long standing 
friendship over the last two years and the quality time that they had spent in the 
company of each other. 'Time flies/ Abhay said again in retrospection of the years 
that were spent in togetherness. 


After a couple of weeks, the notification for the civil services exam was out 
officially in its website. Later, most of the leading newspapers across the country 
published the notification in the first page itself. 

Work pressure doubled especially for Abhay and Faiyaz, the hardcore aspirants 
amongst the four closest friends. 

They busied themselves for the first round of the exam. There was no time table, 
they studied and slept and woke up to study again. It was a busy schedule for 
Abhay and Faiyaz. Nishant opted out of the exam this time, excusing lack of 
preparations and Paro never thought of writing it; she aspired to be a journo. 

After a few days, the second year graduation results were out. All of them got 
First Class marks with Abhay topping the overall merit list. In the first year, Faiyaz 
topped the class, but this time he stood second, with distinction marks. 

On high demand from all of the friends, they finally decided to celebrate their 
results with a party and this time it was thrown by Nishant at his residence. The 
first of its kind ever since they were friends. May be, they never got a chance 
before this. Meghna too was invited to join the party. 



The day was Sunday and Nishant's parents were not at home. His father went to 
Australia to attend a business conference and his mother was on a family visit to 
Shimla. All the four domestic helpers, the two chauffeurs and the gardener were 
the other members present that day and all were busy with their respective work. 
The domestic helpers were busy preparing food which had Indian, Filipino and 
Thai, the last one being the favorite of Nishant. For Indian cuisine, it was rojmo, 
rice, do I fry, dol makhani, baingan ka bharta, green salad and roito. For Filipino 
cuisine, it was sinigang (meat or seafood), pancit (noodles), lumpia (fried spring 
rolls) and of course, Filipino pork belly. And for Thai cuisine, it was the delicious 
Thai green curry with rice. It had pieces of chicken and prawn in it, deliciously 
cooked. 

The chauffeurs and the gardener were busy playing cards at the servants' 
quarters downstairs. So the house was literally at the mercy of these enthusiastic 
young guys, who ate, drank and danced to their hearts' content. There was 
merrymaking to the fullest and without any constraints, a full time entertainment 
drama. 


'Hey, the beer is getting inside me. I am drunk. Somebody kiss me, please,' Paro 
said in an inebriated condition, almost losing her senses. 

'How many cans of beer did you take dear?' Nishant asked, feeling a little greedy 
as any young guy would feel about. 

'Five strong cans and two pegs of whiskey and one peg of vodka,' she murmured. 
'Do you love me Nishu?' Paro asked Nishant. 

'Yes, of course. Ok, I think you are drunk. Let me take you to the other room. You 
will feel better,' Nishant said. 


'No, I want to have some food. I am hungry,' Paro said. 



'Yes, we all will have food now, we all are hungry', Nishant said. 

So the revolving glass dining table had plenty of food from Thai to Indian to 
Filipino and even South American and Chinese. There were also two bottles of 
Chilean wine and a bottle of fine single malt scotch whisky called The Glen Livet, a 
rare taste for whisky lovers. 

'Old wine tastes better,' Nishant said as he sipped his favorite Chilean wine. He 
was not a sommelier, but he knew the taste of a quality wine product and the 
Chilean wine was at its best. 

Interestingly this time, Abhay too sipped a glass of the Chilean wine and also liked 
it. While his friends couldn't believe their eyes and kept on teasing for breaking 
his virginity (not literally), he remained unfazed and enjoyed his drink. 

'Quite a change in him,' Faiyaz said. 

A few minutes later, Paro insisted on seeing Nishant's room and his collection of 
English fiction novels, written both by Indian and foreign writers, his collection of 
DVDs, paintings bought on auctions from different places around the world and 
his eight month old Labrador, named Dingo. 

So he took her upstairs, to his bedroom. He was a little drunk. Paro was almost 
losing her senses. She was too sleepy. And after that heavy lunch, she could not 
stand firmly and desperately needed a bed to lie down. As he opened the door of 
the room, she fell down on the bed like a falling branch of a tree which falls 
suddenly when someone cuts it. 

As she lay on the bed, looking innocent but slightly attractive with her painted 
eyelids and pink lipstick, he couldn't resist his temptation and kissed her on her 
cheek. Not satisfied he gave her a peck on her lips and slightly dragged her to his 
side with both their bodies only inches away from each other. Her upper two 
buttons of her short shirt were open flaunting her cleavage. She suddenly woke 
up with her eyes wide open, like waking up from slumber with a horrified dream. 
But nothing was horrified as she sensed his intention of getting intimate and she 
enjoyed it being under his arms and all alone. They were all over each other and 



exploring each part of their bodies. It was a passionate love-making between 
them and they knew that they were made for each other. After a short halt, may 
be to revitalize their vigor, she suddenly grabbed his hair at the back of his head 
and gave him a passionate kiss. The kiss was so passionate that they breathed 
deeply every five seconds. The kiss lasted for a continuous seven minutes. 

'Are you ready? I am aroused,' Nishant asked her. 

'I don't know. Do you have your pack ready?' Paro asked. 

'Yes, it's in the drawer. I will get it,' he said. 

She touched his thing and said 'it's big and stiff, you are a tiger now. Pounce on 
me and tear me apart, show me your animal instinct.' 

Nishant quickly grabbed her and opened her padded bra to see her tiny breasts 
for the first time. He said, 'OMG! They are not as tiny as I thought and took a 
mouthful to see Paro yelling in pleasure. 'Yes I love you, I love you,' that's what 
she repeatedly said. When he entered hers, she screamed and yelled. They made 
love for a complete forty-five minutes. They enjoyed it. They were lovers now, 
officially. 


After a week, Abhay received an e-mail from the PMO, stating that the Prime 
Minister wanted to see him and that the matter was to be treated as most urgent. 
On reaching the PMO, he discovered that the PM had something for him that was 
not only valuable but also appreciable and which infused him with vigor to work 
harder, and for seeing his dream come true: A London based businessman had 
offered $ 1 million to Abhay so that he could set up his NGO. He was highly 
impressed with the things that Abhay and his friends were doing. 

'It's good for the society. We need people like him,' the businessman said while 
discussing the matter with the Prime Minister. 



'Sir, I am thankful to you and don't know how to thank you. I have no words to 
express my gratitude towards you. Whatever I would say would mean very little/ 
Abhay said. 

'My son, don't thank me. Thank Mr. Banerjee for his honest gesture. He wanted 
to put some fund at the Prime Minister's relief fund as a philanthropic gesture 
which he does every two years. I advised him to offer it to you for your NGO 
thing, and he paid a little more. I am sure that you can now organize a proper 
NGO and help the helpless, homeless and the deprived,' the Prime Minister said, 
patting his back. 

'Yes sir, I will definitely do that. Have faith in me,' Abhay said touching the Prime 
Minister's feet and to which the PM acknowledged by hugging him. 

It was a great day for Abhay and his friends. The news of $ 1 million (about 6 crore 
Indian rupees) to his proposed NGO spread like a wild fire in the campus and all 
colleges came to know about it. As usual, media houses brought the news and 
cooked it in whatever styles they preferred and telecast it through their channels. 
Channels, both Hindi and English, flown the news as Breaking News and debate 
and discussions followed thereafter, making one more episode on Abhay's 
heroism. 

Abhay immediately swung into action. He advertised through print media that he 
needed at least hundred volunteers who could travel across the country to bring 
into notice any incident of communal violence, forced prostitution, forced 
beggary etc. He also spoke against child labor and raised his voice to help those 
who couldn't complete their basic education due to financial hardships. Within a 
few days, more than a lakh people came forward as prospective volunteers and 
work with his NGO. He could admit only two thousand. 

'A milestone has been achieved, not less I think,' Abhay said. 

'Yes, of course. What a sudden change. We never thought that it could be 
achieved in such a short span of time. Did we?' Faiyaz said. 



'Yes, we didn't. In fact, none of us ever believed it to happen so soon/ Nishant 
said. 

'Thanks to the Prime Minister/ Paro said, feeling a little embarrassed with what 
had happened between her and Nishant. He however, never regretted because 
he deeply loved her and the passionate love-making was only a way out to tell her 
that. He held her hand and hard-pressed it with a broad smile on his face, trying 
to tell her that it was okay and that everything will be fine. 

'Ok, I am thinking on something. I just need your opinions, 'Abhay said. 

'What is it?' Faiyaz asked. 

'I think we should have a small media and PR team as well. With 6 crore rupees, 
we can definitely think something big,' Abhay said. 

'What would be the role to that team and how would we select them/ Faiyaz 
asked. 

'The media and PR team would eventually project our work as we do them and 
place them to the media houses/ Abhay said. 

'The media houses can do that for us,' Paro said. 

'No, we need our own media and PR team to bring out the authentic information 
to the people. The professional media houses would first collect our information 
and then cook them in whatever styles they like, and to which I strongly oppose,' 
he said. 

'What is the selection process?' Paro asked. 

'The selection would be through interviews and Paro, you will take the lead and 
head the team/ he said. 

'Wow, that's a great responsibility. I am already a journo/ Paro said. 

'We will advertise for people for the team through the print media and the 
selection process will start soon,' he said. 



'How will we run the NGO? I mean we are really short of time. We have our 
classes and you people have coaching classes too. After all these, we will be left 
with very little time/ Nishant said. 

'That's a good question. Most of the information would be shared online by our 
volunteers. For that, we need not go and sit at the NGO office. Ideas for work 
could be decided sitting in the class itself. All we need to do is to be alert and not 
think that it's a burden. But yes, for all major decisions, there will be a board of 
members who will take the final decision unanimously and the office meetings 
will be taken on Sundays and may be, on some weekdays, as per the demand of 
the situation,' Abhay said. 

'That's a brilliant idea,' Faiyaz replied. 

Paro immediately started to look for an appropriate logo for the NGO. The name 
had already been decided upon. It's Ek Kosish, as decided by Abhay days back. 
Paro thought for a while and came up with an idea for the logo and to which all 
happily agreed. The logo: Two drops of water falling on a child's face and wiping 
out her tears. She also found an attractive tagline. It read: We Value Your Lives. 

In the next few days, different things happened. Abhay and Faiyaz were busy 
filling up the civil services' exam forms and attended to other formalities. Paro 
thought on more ideas for the proposed NGO. This she did along with her regular 
studies, which itself was so hectic with regular assignments, presentations and 
classes. Nishant looked after other things like the sign boards and a few bill 
boards that were supposed to be hung at some of the city's prime locations for 
better suggestions and ideas from the people. Meghna too advised on this and 
that whenever she found time. She also threw down out the idea for civil services 
and instead focused herself on GRE and TOEFL. For her Masters and Ph.D, she 
wanted to apply to a foreign university, preferably in the USA. 



There was some sort of opening planned for the first day of the proposed NGO; 
from food to guests, everything was in its list. Although the Prime Minister was 
invited as the chief guest, he couldn't attend the inauguration as he was supposed 
to receive the Prime Minister of Canada at the airport, sign a high level bilateral 
agreement between the two countries and also host dinner for the international 
guest. Instead, he sent one of his ministers, the Minister of State (MoS) for Skill 
Development and Youth Affairs to grace the occasion. The minister happily 
attended the opening function and put forward his valuable opinions and praised 
Abhay and his team for their spirit of humanism which the minister said should be 
the motto of every youngster. 

The opening attracted the attention of the media; stories were written and 
published the next morning. In the meantime, interested candidates called for 
volunteering. Paro briefly discussed with them their nature of job and the 
responsibility to be carried out. Some left the conversation in the middle, some 
hung up the call without acknowledging and still some showed keen interest to 
work with them. 

On the immediate next Sunday, interview was arranged for the interested 
volunteers-to-be. It was held at the newly opened NGO building with Abhay 
heading the interview panel, others were also present as members. On entering 
the interview room, he said, 'Guys, this is not an interview. We all are more or 
less the same age and inexperienced. I am not a corporate boss and you are not 
my candidates. It's just an interactive session. We need volunteers for our work 
and we all would work unitedly. I hope my colleague Paro has already discussed 
the nature of the job. It's basically volunteering for a genuine cause. The cause is 
so dear to our hearts. We all will unitedly try to wipe out every drop of tear from 
the eyes of the deprived, destitute and sick.' 

Hearing Abhay's speech, all stood up with a welcoming applaud. The interested 
volunteers-to-be were briefed about everything from work to remuneration and 
the hardships and threats involved in the process. Some showed interest to work 
as full time volunteers while others who were college students in Delhi and 
neighboring areas, offered to work on weekends. Remuneration was to be paid 



for field work and there will be a monthly stipend for the volunteers, not exactly 
salary but not less than some basic pay. In the end, around two hundred and fifty 
volunteers decided to work for the NGO. It was a great achievement, a mark 
reached brilliantly within such a short span of time. 

Things were happening for them: they got volunteers, got an office, got money to 
run the NGO, the Prime Minister was co-operative and helpful, ideas for change 
flowed into their heads and what not. The next big thing was to purchase two 
wagons or vans for the purpose of ambulance services. Order was placed with a 
local dealer. Within two months, two modified well equipped vans were delivered 
to the NGO. Equipped with all requisite medical emergency equipments and 
sirens, the ambulances looked professionally healthy. In red and blue colors, the 
name of the NGO was written along with its tagline. It read: Ek Kosish and 
beneath it, the tagline: We Value Your Lives. 

'All is well. But we need doctors and assistants to assist us during emergencies,' 
Abhay said. 

'Yes, we need at least two doctors,' Faiyaz said. 

'Guys, we need two drivers for the ambulances,' Paro said. 

'Yes, we would only require them in emergencies. Drivers we would hire 
permanently, but the doctors would be required only during the need,' Abhay 
said. 

With frantic efforts and team spirit, finally, a tie-up was made with a doctors' 
association attached to a private hospital in Delhi. The deal was to provide at least 
two doctors in emergencies and their services were to be paid as per the rule of 
the association. 

So the first big leap was completed in style. The whole game plan was made; the 
only wait was to put it into action. 



Chapter - 10 



Volunteers were recruited, trained and sent across many places where incidents 
of socio-economic injustice were reported. In some of the places in and around 
Delhi and even remote North Eastern states, cases of forced beggary, forced 
prostitution and even cases of witch hunting in the remotest villages and tea 
gardens in the state of Assam were reported. On Sundays, video conferencing and 
sometimes skype calls were arranged to make Abhay and his colleagues aware of 
the prevailing situation. Sad that after so many years of freedom from foreign 
rule, people were still suffering from several forms of social malice. Technology 
reached some of these places, but common sense never reached them. They 
were still poverty stricken, helpless, ignorant and infested with a fear 
consciousness. They were superstitious too. Cases of witch hunting were rising in 
some of these places. In some of the remotest places of the country, people had 
not seen visitors to their homes. In fact, they feared other people. Every visitor 
was an enemy to their very existence. 

After learning of these prevailing socio-economic scenario in the remotest parts 
of the country, Abhay and his colleagues reacted. 

'Oh, how could we rest when our brothers and sisters are suffering in such great 
numbers?' Abhay said after the first video conferencing with the volunteers. 

'Ah, we never thought that freedom from a foreign power would only enslave us 
in our own land, cripple our lives with social injustice and superstitions,' Faiyaz 
said. 

'Very true...,' Nishant said while Paro just nodded with them. 

'We can't change those who are in the deep jungles, neither can we improve their 
lives. These are people who have been living in these areas for a generation now 
and think these to be their homes. They are not qualified; modernization is very 
far away from them; neither do they know what it is? They love to stay the way 



they are. They don't want interference. So, let them live their own ways/ Abhay 
said. 


'But they would feel deprived. As modernization and urbanization reach their 
places, they would revolt, initially with bows and arrows and then may be, who 
knows, with modern weaponry,' Faiyaz said. 

'Where would they get modern weaponry to revolt and against whom?' Nishant 
said. 

'Who would teach them to use weapons?' Paro asked. 

'Everything is possible...' Faiyaz said. 

'Come on guys, why we are so keen to make them criminals and the area a war 
zone. They need overall development, good food, good clothes, good education.' 
Abhay said. 

'Deprivation is the root cause of all revolutions,' Faiyaz said. 

'No one deprived them. A nation ripped apart by foreign powers for two hundred 
years needs co-operation from all sections of the society, all religious 
communities, caste and class groups We need better understanding, wider 
concepts and concrete ideas. We have to take certain responsibilities ourselves,' 
Paro said. 

'Ok guys, we have to look into some of the issues informed by our volunteers. We 
will act now, give justice to the deprived and the helpless,' Abhay said. 


In the meantime, a California based NGO showed interests to work in 
collaboration with Ek Kosish. The NGO got a big name in California and was 
started by one of the former state level baseball players who died two years back 
of a heart attack. The big publicity of Ek Kosish through media helped them reach 
India. They were an NGO concerned with environment related issues like 



pollution, global warming and deforestation. Their collaboration with EK Kosish 
was speculated to bring certain changes in their modus operondi. After all, 
geography, demography and environment were different in India. The final draft 
on the working pattern of both the NGOs was sent to Abhay. A draft plan was 
prepared with the core issues of concern; the California based NGO, called The 
Savior would look after the environment related issues and Ek Kosish would look 
into the social issues. 


In the meantime, Abhay and Faiyaz cleared the first stage of their civil services 
exam, and now prepared themselves with vibrancy and enthusiasm for the 
second and the most important stage of the examination called the Mains. With 
increased stress levels and mounting workload, the preparations for Mains 
remained slightly affected, especially for Abhay who had to head Ek Kosish and 
make most of the planning himself and take all the calls and video conferencing 
himself. 

As time flew, things also changed; both Abhay and Faiyaz cleared the Main exam 
and now the final part of the exam remained. They both thanked the Almighty for 
being so kind and considerate to them. This was perhaps the happiest moment in 
their lives. They couldn't have asked for anything more at this stage of their 
career. 

'So, happy with the result/ Abhay asked Faiyaz. 

'Yes, of course. It's the happiest moment in my life,' Faiyaz said. 

'Yes, I am happy too. But I think I need some more time to prepare a solid 
foundation for the NGO,' Abhay said. 


'Aren't your parents happy for you? After all, this is all what they wanted, right?!' 
Faiyaz asked. 



'Yes, they are happy, but I have higher dreams, dreams that I think are my own 
and with the fulfilment of which I would be the happiest man in this world/ Abhay 
said. 


On the interview day, both dressed gracefully; both wore light blue full sleeve 
shirts and black trousers. They didn't put neck ties. They wanted to look as simple 
as they could probably. Both were placed on the same board headed by a former 
senior bureaucrat of Assam cadre, Mrs. Vaishalee Mishra. She had the experience 
of working with both the state and central governments (when placed on 
deputation) and headed districts as District Collector where her role was praised 
for integrity and honesty. 

Faiyaz was the first to enter the interview board at number 3. He was asked a 
volley of questions from politics, environment, sports, hobbies and his role in Ek 
Kosish. They asked him the basic difference between the roles being played as a 
civil servant and as an NGO member, taking consideration of the fact that both 
the roles intent to serve the society. 

Addressing the Chairperson of the board, he said. 

'Madam, I think the roles have their respective importance; one with the NGO has 
more freedom and vibrancy to deal with any social cruelty and the other in the 
capacity a bureaucrat has more powers and space to deal effectively with any 
situation. But I think, it has its official constraints as well, which I think is the most 
notable drawback in bureaucracy,' Faiyaz said. 

The interview was over with a positive note from the panel members. At least 
their gestures showed that they were satisfied with the replies that Faiyaz put 
before them. It was a great relief for him, a kind of relief he had been wanting for 
days now. 

Abhay was at number 13, as per prior details given to him by the lady sitting 
outside the interview room. In the meantime, he brushed all the information that 



he thought would be asked in the interview, including his academics details, his 
hobbies, countless other issues related to Assam and other North-Eastern states, 
and details of his NGO, Ek Kosish. 

On entering the interview room, he cordially greeted the panel members and 
took the vacant seat that was left for the candidate. The first question was about 
his NGO and how the idea of an NGO came to his mind, to which he answered 
that he didn't plan it, it came out spontaneously and that he had felt about the 
need to help people in distress from inside. The decision was not imposed upon 
him and that he didn't work for a particular religious community or caste. It was 
for people in distress, deprived and desolate to which one of the members asked 
him: 

'So your NGO has 3Ds, right?' 

'Thank you sir, you have been so kind,' Abhay replied. 

'There are also other issues in India, and for ages, we still have been facing the 
same problems. What do you think about them?' 

'What problems sir?' He asked. 

'We have caste biasness, extremism and terrorism,' the member said. 

'Sir, we don't have them, they have been imposed on us from one channel or the 
other,' Abhay said. 

Another member asked him about the richness of Assam and the North East and 
the impact of it. 

'Sir, North East, including Assam has a rich base of natural beauty of both flora 
and fauna. Assam is famous for the one-horned rhinoceros and countless other 
animals found in the sanctuaries and also in the deep jungles. Apart from it, there 
are a great number of wild plants and flowers. The richness of the natural beauty 
surrounded by mountains and rivers is breathtaking,' he said. 

'How do you see the impact of your natural richness? 



'Sir, we have a strong base for tourism industry in Assam and the whole of North 
East. We have some of the exotic hill stations in North East which invite both 
tourism and commercial shoots for movies and ads/ he said. 

'What else could you add to the list?' The Chairperson asked him. 

'Madam, we have a couple of internationally recognized actors and 
sportspersons. I am proud to be a resident of the region of North East,' he said. 

For another ten minutes or so, the members asked him questions on the Indian 
political system, Indian economy and the role of diaspora etc. 

The interview ended with a positive note from both the interviewers and the 
candidate. A hard day ended satisfactorily. 


After a few days, when Abhay was sitting idle in his room, a new idea struck him. 
The idea was to make a documentary film on witch-hunting, because cases of 
these were being reported to him. Meticulous planning was made, consultations 
were made, suggestions were sought and the final decision taken. At last, the idea 
was materialized. It was filmed by the volunteers in some of the remotest tea 
gardens in Assam amidst natural surroundings. It was like a play, acted by the 
volunteers mimicking such a practice. In between the shoot, real victims were 
showed and she was asked about the horrors she had to face. Most of the victims 
said they were subjected to extreme cruelty from thrashing to stripping naked in 
public. On being asked what the ostensible reasons behind such cruelties were, 
they said personal rivalries and property disputes were the prime ones. Although, 
they were poor women, sometimes inheritance rights of small infertile lands 
made them victims of circumstances. It was an hour duration short documentary 
film, highly appreciated by the media, school and college students, house wives, 
commoners and even intellectuals and politicians. A leading newspaper article 



rated it 4.5/5, others rated it 5.0/5.0. The NGO's work was even appreciated by 
other foreign NGOs in Asia and South-East Asia. 


After getting the requisite permission from the tea garden owners and other 
managerial staff, the documentary was shown in almost all the tea gardens in and 
around Assam with volunteers briefing the crowd about the superstitious beliefs 
and the effects of such an existing practice. The district police chiefs were 
requested to provide security cover to these volunteers, in case of any untoward 
incidents against the programming of such documentary films. 

In a couple of weeks, the news of these documentaries spread far and wide across 
India and reviews flooded in different newspapers and surprisingly there was not 
a single negative review this time. Even the Prime Minister lauded the efforts of 
the volunteers of Ek Kosish and in two-minutes thanks giving appearance in the 
national television, he said how the NGO was instrumental in awaking the 
consciousness of a society ripped apart by superstitions and prejudices. He 
wished them luck on behaving and acting so rationally for the good of a social 
cause. 


In some parts of the country, there were cases of people being rendered 
homeless due to landslides, floods, earthquakes, urbanization and 
industrialization, especially in the interior areas where the basic needs like water 
and electricity were not easily available. The education was at its nascent stage. 
Only primary education in venture schools and colleges found space. Moreover, 
irregular teaching program, insufficient staff and poor infrastructure made the 
environment even more pitiable. 

When the volunteers reported Abhay about these developments, he immediately 
contacted Mr. David Smith, the head of the California based NGO. Through video 
coverage and telephonic conversations both drafted plans, suggestions were 



sought for minimizing these problems. As per ideas and suggestions, a group of 
twenty volunteers would visit such an affected area and make the preliminary 
survey and thereafter would report the details to Abhay and Smith. A team of 
experts was also set up and a media cell headed by Paro sent details of the 
happenings to the television channels in and around Delhi and also briefed them 
about further actions. Of course some plans were kept secret as an official code of 
conduct. 

Within the parameters of media ethics, Paro answered some of the queries during 
an interactive program between her media cell, media houses from states and a 
group of interested public. 

'We are going to minimize some of the hardships being faced by people in these 
states by providing them with financial and other assistance which would include 
building houses, primary schools and hospitals,' she said. 

'But you would require huge sums of money for implementing your plans,' one of 
the media reporters asked her. 

'Yes, we know that. Our NGO will provide fifty lakhs for the work and rest of the 
money would be from the government funds,' she said. 


Over the next few days, Ek Kosish and The Savior relentlessly worked together to 
build houses, primary schools and hospitals in those areas where these were 
destroyed by either landslides or earthquakes. Most of the houses and primary 
schools built were made of half brick walls and bamboo. The hospitals had full 
brick walls with wooden and bamboo roofs. The volunteers also planted saplings 
and wild orchids in and around the premises to make it look naturally exotic and 
to fill the ambience with beauty and wilderness. Within two months, most of the 
projected work was done. Volunteers photographed the moments with smiling 
faces, some even flashed the V-sign which within a short time got viral on almost 



all the social networking sites. The NGOs reached new heights and popularity 
within a short span of time, but not without a holistic approach of the teams, 
headed and advised by Abhay and Smith. 

Through their interactive program, a few teachers and doctors were also 
appointed, with the health and education departments of the concerned states 
taking responsibilities for such selection processes. In fact, the health and 
education ministers took personal interests in the whole episode. After all, the 
government and non-governmental organizations work in collaboration. This is 
how the development process accelerates in any state or district. In most of the 
cases, not only the state governments, but also the district and village 
administration took interest in the works done of the NGOs. 

The Assam government awarded the volunteers with certificates and life time 
membership to work in collaboration with the government agencies for any 
period of time fully on the expenditure of the state government. This was an 
important achievement indeed because the permission seeking process, food and 
lodging were all rolled into one with this announcement. 


Days passed by, things were settled and the agenda for social upgradation of the 
poor and needy still remained a priority. Suddenly, one fine Sunday morning, 
Faiyaz came running to Abhay with the news that the civil services final results 
had been declared. Both were tense, both were nervous, both prayed to the 
Almighty for something positive. 

'When did it come out?' Abhay asked 

'Last evening around 8 pm/ Faiyaz replied. 

'What is your result?' Abhay asked. 

'I don't know. Come on, let's go and check out at the Commission,' Faiyaz said. 



'Why? Let's check in the internet.' 

'Server is not working.' 

'Ok then, let's check the social networking sites. Someone must have updated the 
results,' Abhay said. 

'No, let's go to the Commission. If you are not keen, then it's okay. I am going,' 
Faiyaz said. 

So after taking quick refreshments, they both headed towards the Commission. 

On reaching the Commission, they found that the premises were flooded by 
hundreds of candidates, their friends and relatives, leaving very little room for 
them to enter. Media people were busy interviewing some of the successful 
candidates. Both private and public vehicles almost blocked the main road. 
Honking of vehicles made huge sound disruption and it was even impossible to 
talk to each other. Seeing the situation and still feeling nervous, they decided to 
wait till the crowd decreases its population. They waited outside the main 
premises, sipping hot cup of tea sold by one of the vendors there. Vendors do 
have brisk business on such days with people taking more than three cups of tea 
sometimes. Along with tea and snacks, the vendors used to sell cigarettes, a move 
sometimes prohibited by the authorities for maintaining its various conducts. 

'Bhaiya, app cigarettes bez rahe ho, (brother, you are selling cigarettes)' Abhay 
asked the vendor. 

'Bhaiya kya karon, sab salte hai. Yeh koi college nahi hai. Sarkari daftar hai, 
(brother, selling cigarettes is okay here, this is not a college, it's a government 
office)' the vendor replied. 

'Arrey, forget about the cigarettes. Aren't you tense about the results?' Faiyaz 
asked. 

'Yes I am. Come on, let's go inside. I can see some space near the notice board,' 
Abhay said. 



A little space was available in between two notice boards. Long lists of successful 
candidates were hung; expressions were mixed from cheerful faces to worried 
ones. Some faces showed they didn't qualify, but they remained unperturbed. 
After spending a few uneasy moments, Faiyaz's finger started to move from the 
top of the list to the bottom; rank 1, 2, 3, 4 ....finally at rank 74, his finger stopped 
and he shouted in joy. 

'Hey, that's my name at rank 74. I can't believe this. Is that really me?' He 
shouted. 

'Hey dude, congratulations! Yes, it's you dear. 020077465 is your roll number, 
right?' Abhay said. 

'Yes, it's me...yoooo,' he shouted. 

'What about you? Where is your roll number?' Faiyaz asked. 

Abhay couldn't find his name in the lists of the successful candidates. He was sad, 
extremely sad on not finding his roll number; sat down at the verandah of the 
building and with both his hands over his head started to weep. On seeing him 
crying, Faiyaz too started to cry; it was an emotional moment with both the 
friends hugging, congratulating and consoling; a very unusual moment indeed 
when joys knew the limits. 

In the evening however, Abhay regained his lost enthusiasm and vigor and with 
dogged determination and resoluteness, promised to deliver in his next attempt. 
In the meantime, he said he would go for a holistic approach, so far his NGO was 
concerned. He said there were a few cases of forced begging and forced 
prostitution in Delhi itself. He would try to solve them first; this being his first 
priority. For the moment, he dropped the idea of the civil services, at least, 
temporarily. 



At around 9 pm the next evening, Abhay's cell phone started to buzz incessantly. 
It was from one of the few voices that he couldn't recognize. 

'Yes, who is this?' Abhay asked. 

A rough male voice replied him and threatened with dire consequences if he 
didn't stop bothering them and meddling with their affairs. Actually, a few days 
back, Abhay in a newspaper interview had said he would see who are behind the 
forced begging on the roads of Delhi and that the culprits would be punished as 
per the law. Ever since the interview, lots of calls started to flood in his cell phone, 
threatening him with injury and death, to which he remained unfazed, of course. 

'Beggary has been a situation of extreme nuisance over the ages, not only to the 
society but also to the overall scenario of a nation as well,' he said addressing a 
press meet the next morning. 

'At red lights, in front of eateries, public transport stations, in front of hospitals, 
practically everywhere, the menace is felt,' he said. 

Most of the child beggars were under the influence of either extreme poverty or 
they were the victims of some syndicates. Begging however seemed to be a 
lucrative business for a few. Cases of child lifters rose, as per statistics, either for 
ransoms or for begging and even forced prostitution. Some were even lured with 
money and food. Poverty happened to be the main cause, if one is poor, he would 
succumb to such offers. 

A few days later, a joint team of police and volunteers of Ek Kosish raided a few 
houses where children were kidnapped and kept for forced begging and forced 
prostitution. They were taught the basics of begging: from catching the attention 
of target customers to making them emotional into paying them big amounts. In 
return, they were given food, twice daily and in small amounts. 

Around five hundred children in the age group 12-14 were rescued in the stroke 
of mid-night. The abductors either fled or were arrested, convicted and 
imprisoned. The rescued children were taken to the NGO and were given medical 
aid, food and shelter. Ek Kosish now being their new home, they found solace and 



a new life in it. They were given basic primary education in some of the 
government schools in Delhi and were taught the basics in art and handicraft. 


'Self-help is far more a better chance of surviving than begging and so you have to 
learn different crafts along with your studies/ Abhay said addressing a gathering 
of the children during a lunch session. 


A week later or so, the fax machine at Ek Kosish received an anonymous message 
undersigned as Mr. X. The message was loud and clear: 'Please rescue a few girls 
who are confined in a brothel in Central Delhi. Follow the address as given below: 
House No. 106, Mohan Singh Road, Flat No. 56/ 

The news was a path breaking information. It needed lots of courage and planning 
to rescue the trapped girls. 'It will not be easy/ Abhay thought. He needed 
someone in the police department to help him and suddenly he remembered the 
young and energetic ACP he once met in Delhi. 'Yes, Ravi Kumar can help me. I 
should call him to know if he is available one of these days/ he thought. Calls 
were made at his mobile phone, there were no answers. Finally, the call was 
answered. He apologized for taking it long. He said he was in a meeting with the 
Joint Commissioner of Police (Crime) discussing an operation against a terrorist 
hideout in the city. He said terrorists had entered into the city and its suburbs and 
were planning attacks at different places in and around the city and so he was 
very busy in planning meticulous police operations against them. 

'Sir, I wanted to discuss something with you which I think is of utmost 
importance/ Abhay said. 

'I am in the middle of something. Is it that important?' the ACP asked. 

'Yes sir, I need your help. Could you arrange a few policemen to raid a house in 
Mohan Singh Road?' 



'What is the purpose?' 


'Sir, I need them to rescue a few girls who have been illegally confined in a house/ 
Abhay said. 

He told the ACP about the expected rescue operation and the number of 
policemen that he required for the operation. As per the information, he told the 
ACP that the group transported these girls from one region to another and often 
changed their names and identities. They were either kidnapped or bought at 
high prices from families living below the poverty line in pretext of offering them 
petty domestic jobs. The group operated in different regions and often had agents 
employed in their services. Prettiest of the girls were put in the high profile escort 
services and others were sold to the brothels. Their prices also ranged differently 
according to their height, color, looks and age; prime interests of the customers 
being their looks and the size of their breasts. 

The ACP agreed to help him and a team of policemen assisted by a sub-inspector 
headed the operation. The police team was accompanied by the volunteers of Ek 
Kosish, fifteen of them, five girl volunteers among them. 

At mid-night, the joint team launched a massive operation at the hideout and the 
police team even resorted to firings; eleven rounds of gun shots were fired in all, 
seven from the police team and the rest from the group. Two members of the 
group were killed, one was injured and three were nabbed. One managed to 
escape. It was a successful operation; fifteen girls were freed in all. That was a 
mid-night breaking news, some channels aired live the report of rescue. 


A couple of days later, the phones at Ek Kosish buzzed incessantly; the callers 
reported them that minor clashes had broken out between two communities for 
some trivial issues not accurately known that time. A few shops, government 
buses and private vehicles were gutted in a massive fire that broke out in the 



market place, possibly lit by some miscreants. It happened to be the same town, 
RashBella near Delhi. Three persons were killed in the fire and several others 
were injured. Minor clashes now turned major in most parts of the town. 

With due consideration to the situation, Abhay called up the District Collector and 
the Police Chief of the affected area to learn about the progresses and if any help 
was required from his side. The officers told him that the situation was under 
control but in anticipation of further damage, it would be better if he could send 
some help since the mob vandalized some of the government property, including 
patient carrying vehicles. 

'It was the time for some quick actions,' Abhay thought. 

'How many patient carrying vehicles should we send? We have just two 
ambulances, but well equipped,' Abhay asked the Chief Medical Officer of 
RashBella town. 

'We have two ordinary ambulances. It would be better if you could send one from 
your side,' the doctor said. 

So one well equipped ambulance with one doctor was sent for the operation. The 
vehicle with the siren wailing through the streets of Delhi reached RashBella 
twenty minutes later, and stayed there for the next two days ferrying the injured 
to the hospitals and then back to their homes. The State Health Minister 
announced a sum of five lakhs to Ek Kosish for its prompt services, and said it was 
the only light in darkness. Abhay acknowledged the offer but said he would be 
happy if the money was used for the benefits of the injured, especially the poor 
who cannot afford medicines, but he said he would accept the Certificate of 
Excellence that the minister promised as a kind gesture. 

The following month, Abhay was called to receive the honor; the occasion was 
graced by the State Chief Minister and the Health Minister. The media called him 
a messiah; he simply called himself a common man with a common sense. 



Chapter - 11 


THE TERROR 




Winter in Delhi arrived early this time around the year. It was the first week of 
October with an unpredictable weather. It rained sometimes, at least once in a 
week throughout the month. Drizzling at night was a recurring happening every 
second night. People started wearing colorful pullovers, shawls and jackets. The 
woolen market also made brisk business with the sale from cheap to expensive 
winter goods. Markets in Delhi were crowded with people thronging for an early 
pick of discounted winter wear. 

As days passed by, the weather showed unprecedented change in moods. Hail 
storms and dust storms were most common. Most people fell ill with fever and 
diarrhea. When it rained continuously, the visibility in the early morning hours 
disrupted with both fog and dust. It was difficult to drive vehicles. Flights had to 
be cancelled on several occasions and train timings were re-scheduled. 
Passengers were stranded at airports and train stations for long hours, throwing 
an opportunity for the media to cook early bulletins. 


Ram Babu and Sudesh Mohan earned their living by selling tea and pakoros near a 
busy shopping complex in East Delhi. They were childhood friends, spoke Bhojpuri 
and Hindi and had been in Delhi for the last ten years, earning small amounts to 
support their families. Ram Babu's son worked as a barber in Canberra, Australia. 
He would often tell his customers how he sold two acres of his farm lands to send 
his son to Australia. 'Bobuji, nai ki komoi bahut hair) Australia mey' (Sir, a barber 
earns good amount in Australia), he used to tell his inquisitive customers. 


'Thandi mey mere kamai bahut hai sirji' (In winter, I earn a lot sir ji) Babu told one 
of the police constables who was waiting for his evening cup of tea at Babu's Chai 



Ki Dukaan, as his small tea stall was popularly known as. The policeman whipping 
his lathi (stick) in the air said 'Aur mere kamai kuch nahi' (and I don't earn 
anything). Sipping a hot cup of tea, the constable said ' Atankavadi ghush gaya hai 
sahar mey, ishi danda sey wohse marunga (terrorists have sneaked into the city, I 
will hit them with this stick). 

'Kitne ghushe hair) sahib, ab kya hoga..' (How many of them have sneaked in? 
What will happen now?) Babu asked. 

'Nahi malum, lekin sabko mar denge,' (I don't know but will kill them all) the 
policeman said. 


An Air Combo flight carrying 156 passengers on board from Canberra was 
scheduled to land at the Delhi airport at 1ST 14:25 on a hazy Sunday afternoon. In 
the morning hours, it rained. Afternoon was no better. After sometime, the 
weather turned windy and dusty. It was quite unusual to rain on such a weather, 
but surprisingly, it rained. The rains picked up bringing hail storms, disrupting the 
normal take off and landing of flights. A few flights took off and a few even 
landed, despite bad weather. A few private jets of leading industrialists and 
private coppers of rich politicians also operated that day. 

As people were waiting at the arrival lounge of the airport, a huge rattling sound 
of an aircraft was heard at a distance. Normally, such sound doesn't reach 
anyone, but this time, it did reach a few of the people in the lounge. Most people 
feared that an aircraft probably crashed. As the plane reached the runway to 
land, it suddenly took off as if there was a technical glitch with the machines. It 
came back after a few minutes and something very scary happened, 
unprecedented in the history of flying in India. The aircraft crash landed, making a 
huge sound of explosion. Soon dark gaseous substances billowed into the sky. The 



plane turned into balls of fire, damaging two more aircrafts that were stationed 
there. 


Thereafter, people started to cry and shout and some of them fainted. Airport 
personnel were seen running here and there with their handheld transceivers 
which incessantly buzzed. An old man about ninety years of age who was waiting 
for his son had of a massive heart attack. He was pronounced dead by the airport 
doctors. Air Combo was an Indian flight which flew from Canberra, Australia that 
morning. 

As per airport authority information, all the passengers and the crew were killed 
in the crash. The nationalities of the passengers had a diverse range; seven 
Americans, thirty-four Australians, eleven Canadian, seven Mexican, three 
Chinese, fourteen Pakistanis, two German, three French, five Russian, one 
Filipino, twenty-two Indians and the rest were mixed nationalities from around 
the world whose immediate identities were not found. Among the Indians, most 
were students, a few were low grade employees and some technicians. There was 
a cook of Indian origin who worked in a five-star hotel as a trainee. He belonged 
to a South Indian state. 


Incidentally, Ram Babu's son was killed in the crash. Babu was seen crying 
uncontrollably near the airport cab stand. He longed to see his son after three 
years. 

One month after the incident Ram Babu left Delhi forever. No one saw him ever. 
His tea stall remained closed ever since and people often referred to him telling 
how destiny painted him in dark colors. 



After a week or so, when all investigation of the plane crash was completed, 
including the retrieval of the Block Box, the Delhi Police came out with a startling 
revelation: 

'It was a terror attack; the plane was hijacked mid-air,' the police chief revealed in 
a jam packed press meet. 

'But sir, there were no reports of hijacking mid-air. I mean the ground control 
never received any message of the plane getting hijacked,' one of the media 
persons asked the police chief. 

'We are able to give you information on the basis of the Block Box that we had 
retrieved, but only fifty percent of the information is available. We are also 
retrieving information from the cockpit voice recorder,' the chief said. 

'Sir, how did the hijackers get into the cockpit? There are supposed to be 
stringent rules; no one can enter the cockpit,' a reporter asked. 

'The cockpit was forcibly opened on the pretext of medical emergency and one of 
the air hostesses asked the pilot to open it,' the chief said. 

'Did she know about the intended hijack?' 

'No, she was lured into believing that one of the hijackers was seriously ill and 
that the medicine that she offered him was not working on him,' the chief said. 

'How many hijackers were there and what was the main motive?' 

'There were four to five hijackers and they were on a suicide mission. The motive 
so far is not known,' the officer said. 


'Was there any demand?' 



'Cannot comment on that since all were on a suicide mission/ the police chief 
said. 


Investigation by the intelligence agencies revealed terror suicide attack by a 
foreign outlawed organization. In speculation of similar attacks, not much 
information was revealed as it may have had led to a panicky situation. But they 
did issue certain precautionary measures with a list of dos and don'ts in public 
places, including cinema halls, shopping malls, famous eateries and restaurants 
and even parking lots. 

Threat still looms large! Human life has become cheap! Who will rule our minds? - 
are some of the daily headlines which the newspapers carried in one form or the 
other. 


Pankaj and Suren were close buddies, their parents worked in the same PWD 
department in Old Delhi's Chandni Chowk, they attended the same college in 
South Delhi, they were both SRK fans and they both loved good food. 

One bright Sunday morning, both of them decided to relish good food at Delhi's 
one of the best and popular eateries in North Delhi. On weekends, the crowd was 
a mixture of ages; young, old and middle aged, all thronging the place with either 
partners or they simply loved being alone. There was a shopping mall, a cinema 
hall and an adventure park within short range from each other. 

Both started to photograph some of their moments with their digital cameras, 
loitered around the place and finally placed their orders for delicious non¬ 
vegetarian food. As they were relishing the delicious Thai and Vietnamese cuisine, 
they heard a commotion just outside the restaurant, within a few meters away. 
Five well built gentlemen dressed in all black started abusing a taxi driver for 
parking his vehicle in front of theirs. A traffic policeman on duty at the red light 
nearby had to intervene to disperse them in their respective ways. 



The taxi driver drove away, but the gentlemen sat at the same eatery where 
Pankaj and Suren were having food. They took a vacant table just behind them. 
The waiter came to take order from them, but they sent him away twice. They 
spoke in a language not understandable to anyone and at times shouted at each 
other as if they were fighting for something. 

Suddenly one of them stood up kicked his chair and whipped out an automatic 
weapon hidden inside his jacket and started to fire indiscriminately. Others 
followed him with sophisticated pistols. People ducked for cover under tables and 
behind metallic flower pots. Others ran for life, there was complete chaos. Pankaj 
and Suren were dead in the shootout. 

Wailing police vans reached the spot within a few minutes. There were firings 
from both the sides. More policemen joined the massive operation. Media vans 
reached there too; live media coverage of the shootout was telecast on most of 
the channels. It was breaking news on most of the channels - a terror strike in the 
heart of the city. 

Top ranked police officers reached the spot for live direction to shoot dead the 
terrorists. Shoot to kill were the top level orders. 

After a massive gun battle between the police team and the terrorists, three 
terrorists and two police men were dead. One of the dead policemen was in the 
rank of ACP. Two of the terrorists tried to flee and ran down the narrow lanes in 
between the shops and restaurants. They ran out of ammunitions. Nervous and 
perplexed, they hit the crowd with the butt of their guns, but were soon caught 
by a chasing police constable. The people gathered to see them, fearlessly this 
time. They crawled on the ground like helpless insects and begged for mercy. 

At last, they were caught by the ferocious mob and mercilessly beaten to death 
with sticks and stones. The policemen watched helplessly and the media captured 
live the whole incident. 

The injured were rushed to the nearby hospitals. Fourteen people were injured 
with bullet injuries with three of them in serious conditions. They were bleeding 



profusely and on examination, they were detected with rare blood groups: A 
negative, O negative and B negative. 


The conditions of the patients are worsening. They need immediate blood 
transfusion or else they will die,' said one of the doctors. 

With most of the blood banks in private and government hospitals showing 
dearth of these negative blood groups, uncertainty prevailed and the 
repercussion thereafter was unpleasant; a group of people in front of a private 
hospital had gone berserk, vandalizing hospital property which included patient 
carrying vehicles and other essentiels. 

The situation was obvious, much anticipated; terror attacks already paralyzed 
them emotionally, but some also took undue advantage; most of them found an 
opportunity to show that they were concerned citizens, of course, a fake identity 
to show off their frustration. These people were those who sat idle and had 
nothing to do. Vandalism was an excuse to show their presence. 


The news of the terror attacks and the situation thereafter reached far and wide 
within minutes of the incident. 

Time for some real actions,' said one of the volunteers of Ek Kosish. 

The main problem is that negative blood groups are not available in any of the 
hospitals. Many people called at our landline and cell numbers to enquire if we 
have a blood bank at the NGO. Some even faxed with the patient's details,' said 
one volunteer. 

'Where is Abhay sir? 

'He is in Goa. He just called to learn the situation. Oh, I forgot. He asked to pick a 
message from the fax machine,' said one of them 



The fax message: 'Please go to each and every hospital in Delhi to find out if 
negative blood groups are available. If they are not available, then please go to 
places in and around. Most important: Ask our media cell to prepare a list of 
prospective donors who are willing to donate blood; get hold of them anywhere 
on the roads, at restaurants, near cinema halls and tell them that their interviews 
will be telecast live on air. Treat this as most urgent.' 

So the volunteers went from one hospital to another, took blood group details 
and talked to people on roads, restaurants, movie halls - everywhere and asked 
them about their blood groups and if they could donate blood. Most of them 
were willing to donate but they couldn't find a single person who had negative 
blood groups. 

A few units of negative blood groups were available but they soon ran out of 
stock since the patients needed more units. At least, seven more units were 
required. 

When they were losing hopes, an old man approached their NGO premises, 
accompanied by two gentlemen, presumably his sons, as their faces revealed 
certain similarities. 

'My name is Francis D'Souza. I stay at a government quarter just near to your 
NGO. I am retired but my son has taken my position,' he said (laughs) 

'Yes sir, I understand that. How may I help you?' 

'Haha..l speak a lot. I forgot to tell you, son, please take my blood. I am O 
negative,' the old man said. 

'Oh, that's so sweet uncle. But we cannot take your blood sir. You are quite old,' 
said one of the volunteers. 

'Huh, I may be old, but I am healthy. I am not on medication. I used to be long 
years back when I was young but not anymore. Believe me, you can take two 
units and I will have no problem at all,' the oldie said. 



So the volunteers took him to the nearest hospital and had him medically 
examined like his BP, hemoglobin level, cholesterol level etc. Surprisingly all tests 
came out positive and healthy. Happily, then, the old man donated one unit of O 
Negative blood. 

In a couple of hours, the rest of the blood units were arranged. Some even 
travelled long distances to donate. People of all age groups, all religions, and all 
castes voluntarily came forward to donate. 

The Delhi Police, in a press conference in the evening termed the attack as a 
second terror attack after the plane crash at the Delhi airport. The identities of 
the terrorists are not known immediately, but the intelligence team is fast 
progressing and the details will be available soon', said the Police Chief at a 
packed press conference. 

After three days of the shootout incident, three suspected members of a terrorist 
organization were caught when they were suspiciously loitering near a shopping 
mall in West Delhi. On interrogation, they revealed information about a 
kidnapping attempt of a high profile politician belonging to a newly formed 
political organization. 

❖ 

A few days later, in a press conference Abhay strongly desired the need for a 
Blood Bank. 'We need a blood bank which would never run dry and where all 
blood groups would be available in large quantities and throughout the year/ he 
said. 

'Sir, how would you do that?' 

'Our volunteers would travel far and wide to educate people on the need to 
donate blood and we would educate them on the healthier side of donating 
blood,' Abhay said. 


'How do you intend to do that?' 



'We would tell them on the habit of eating healthier food; healthy eating means 
healthy thinking, positive thinking, innovative thinking and this is a must for a 
healthier nation/ he added. 

'Sir, what does good food mean to you?' 

'There is no concept like good food and bad food. When I say good food, I mean 
that we should eat healthy, like we should eat more fruits, green leafy vegetables. 
This would naturally produce good blood components in our bodies. Remember, 
if we ourselves are healthy, only then, we would think of donating blood. If we are 
unhealthy and sick, we would not be in a position to help others, directly or 
indirectly. One more thing, eat raw vegetables as salad in your lunch and dinner,' 
he said. 

'Sir, we should take even potatoes in salad then,' asked one media intern. 

'Potatoes (laughs), did I tell you to eat potatoes? Don't eat potatoes. Eat 
cucumber, carrot, tomatoes and radish. Enough, it will help you to lower the level 
of your blood cholesterol' Abhay said. 


In the meantime, the final year graduation results were declared. Abhay topped 
the Humanities stream with an overall 73.6%. It was a great moment for him; he 
cried, he laughed, he reacted like a baby. After all, after the civils failure, the 
graduation results came as a pleasant surprise. He got what he wanted in Delhi. 
Faiyaz and Paro too secured First Division marks. Nishant however missed his First 
Division with just three marks. Meghna topped her college and stood second in 
the University ranking. 


To celebrate the occasion, a small party was planned in a resort near Delhi. Faiyaz 
couldn't join it as he had to leave to the academy immediately for his training 



session. What a change: Meghna joined them this time. She was excited too, for a 
change. 

The resort was thirty-five kilometers from Delhi, a distance which could be 
covered in just less than two hours. Since, they were only four, they just needed a 
small vehicle like a jeep, unlike the huge Mercedes with which Nishant usually 
entertained his friends in Delhi. 

'A jeep will be a better idea,' Meghna said. 

'Wow Meghna, your idea is simply brilliant. You are so romantic and I must say 
you have an adventurous zeal,' Abhay said. 

'We have to hire a jeep. I know someone in the vehicle hiring agency. He is my 
father's friend, Mr. Duggal. He owns a huge fleet of cars from BMW, Mercedes, 
Audi, Bentley and even Rolls Royce and Ferrari,' Paro said. 

'Do you have his cell number?' Meghna asked. 

'No, but we will Google to find his agency's number,' she said. 

'Here it is - Duggal Cars for Hire. The number is 011-222222 and 011- 
333333/444444.' 

When Paro called the number, a coarse male voice replied her. 

'Yes beta, please do come over to pick your choice,' Mr. Duggal said. 

They went and chose one brand new hoodless jeep and hired it for two days. 
After packing some snacks and cold drinks, they speeded towards their 
destination. On their way, they met an old couple who wanted to be dropped at 
Sonar Nagar, at the outskirts of Delhi. On asking them as to how they were 
stranded on road, they said they used to go to city for begging. They had no one 
to look after them; their children abandoned them, threw them from home and 
they lived on the verandahs of government buildings and on the railway 
platforms. On hearing that, Paro wept like a baby and hugged the old woman. 

'The bastards,' Nishant muttered as he wiped his tears. 



Meghna noted down their names in her personal note pad and offered them a 
five hundred rupee note and said 'I can do away with just this paper note right 
now, but we will meet again.' 

'Good job Meghna,' Abhay said as he changed the gear of the vehicle. 


By the time they reached the resort, it was already evening and the weather 
changed a bit with dark clouds submerging the sky and the air getting moist with 
the previous night's rains. Weather changes human moods; it was not an 
exception with them either. All looked so very romantic with their weird grins, 
funny talks and their wild imagination. They checked into one of the few cottages 
that had entrancing and exotic natural surroundings with cuckoos singing at the 
back of the cottage which was actually on the edge of a reserved forest infested 
with different species of birds, some of them were very rare to be found 
anywhere in India. With lush green surroundings and natural wilderness, the 
place became so tranquil that one would not have liked to leave it for months. It 
was such a lovely place and when the clouds receded to make room for the moon 
lit sky, the place looked simply incredible. 

They wanted to book two double bedded rooms, but since just one double 
bedded was available, they had to book two single rooms and one double bedded 
room. Both the girls checked into the double bedded room and the guys took the 
single rooms. The resort had excellent arrangements with 24 hours' room service, 
a bar cum discotheque and a cafeteria which opened till one o'clock mid-night, a 
gym for fitness freaks, a small golf course and a horse riding school. The good 
thing about the room service was that they had female attendants who offered 
their services to lone female visitors, quite a change from other hotels in and 
around the place. 



After taking some quick refreshments, they went out of their rooms for a walk 
around the open space which was filled up with artificially generated lush green 
lawns. A few people were already seated there, refreshing with tea, coffee or fruit 
beer. A mixed crowd was apparently visible; middle-aged, old, young and of 
course, newly married couples who were probably on honeymoon breaks. 

A little later, a somewhat rogue looking young man along with two of his 
companions occupied seats only to the displeasure of rest of the crowd. They 
used slang language, laughed aloud and even passed lewd comments on the girls. 
A brawl broke out a little later, making a complete mess of things around. When 
the local police were informed about the incident, the man started abusing the 
hotel management threatening them with dire consequences as he said he was 
the sitting MLA of the area. On arrival, the police team however took him away 
and the DSP apologized to people present there telling them that he was indeed 
the local MLA and had been arrested several times earlier, on similar incidents of 
vandalism and misbehavior. 


After having their food, they went to their rooms to rest, promising to wake up 
early next morning for some real adventures. They changed rooms at the last 
moment; Paro and Nishant shared the same double bedded room and Abhay and 
Meghna shared the single rooms respectively. 

Not all things happen with planning; we cannot behave rationally always, we 
cannot say things will not happen with us, we are all vulnerable to feelings, 
emotions, physical attractions and what not. Not all things happen for good, not 
all things happen for bad. Things will happen, if they are destined to happen . 

At mid-night, Meghna came running to Abhay's room, horrified with a spooky 
dream and after she sat down on the bed, she narrated how the dream horrified 
her and she held his hand close to her breasts to let him know her heart beats. 




'Isn't it fast?' She asked him. 


'Fast indeed, stay here for sometime if you feel so,' Abhay said. 

'I hope I am not bothering you,' she asked him placing her right hand on his chest. 

As she placed her hand on his chest, he started to feel a sudden difference. All 
alone in a hotel room with a pretty girl for the first time in his life and that too at 
mid-night was really something that sent chills through his nerves. His breathe 
increased, he sweated, his body shook like a flower vase, his voice changed. 
Indeed, with that black sleeveless night dress with her cleavage flaunting and her 
breasts getting noticed with that almost transparent black piece of cloth and 
almost visible sexy dark nipples, she looked gorgeous and sexy. Her face turned 
red, she smiled naughtily, she panted, and her legs touched his. She felt the urge 
from inside. 

'Your hair smells good,' he said. 

'Oh, I shampooed it this morning,' she smiled with the seductive spark in her eyes. 

His hand reached her breasts and he opened her to see her naked for the first 
time ever since he fantasized about her. His tongue reached her eyes; she closed 
them, he reached her neck and licked it right and left. She yelled and scratched 
his face in sheer pleasure. They made love for the first time; turned sides, threw 
down everything that was on bed. They saw each other naked, made love and 
never showed any signs of repentance. Her tongue reached his; they kissed, they 
panted, they yelled, it seemed they knew each other quite well on bed. 
Surprisingly, she demonstrated some seductive stunts by getting over his body, 
scratched and licked his bare chest, making him yell in pleasure. They had a 
passionate session on bed. They made love like free love birds. They slept naked 
wrapped around each other. They broke all barriers; as the saying goes: 
everything is fair in love and war. 

The couple woke up a little late the next morning, almost at noon. After some 
quick refreshments, they strolled through the gardens of the resort, without any 
feeling of repentance. They looked rather relaxed as their body language showed. 



In the middle of their talks, Abhay suddenly held Meghna's hand, kneeled down 
and proposed to her: / love you. Will you marry me? With their friends watching 
them in a pleasant surprise, Meghna took a few seconds before responding. All 
she said was: May be... That was a different way to react to any proposal, but may 
be, she still couldn't understand what went between her and Abhay the previous 
night. She thought: Was it love, or just a night stand? 


When they returned in the evening, the volunteers informed them that the fax 
machine received a few messages and that they were still left unread. On 
reviewing the messages that very evening, it was revealed that the Prime Minister 
wanted to felicitate Abhay and his friends for the good work done by them in the 
last few months. The message from the PMO read: 

Dear Sir, 

It is an honor to inform you that the honorable Prime Minister of India has shown 
his deepest concern to honor you in a felicitation ceremony to be held on- 


S/d 

Mr.- 

Private Secretary to the honourable Prime Minister of India, 
South Block, 

Raisina Hill, 

New Delhi -110011 


That was quite an honor and his joys knew no bounds. It was like a knighthood 
that had been conferred upon him, nothing less. 






The early morning newspapers carried sensational news: Assam boy considered 
for Padma awards for his distinguished service to social service. When Abhay read 
this news, he couldn't believe in what he just read and immediately called up the 
private secretary to the Prime Minister. 

'Sir, this is news to me. I don't know what exactly I am reading in the news,' he 
said. 

'Yes, that's true. We are considering you for a Padma award; you are a 
prospective name in the list of Padma awardees this year,' the Secretary said. 

'Is this the reason why the honorable Prime Minister showed his interest to meet 
me,' he asked. 

'Yes, he has proposed to felicitate you in a dinner called upon by His Excellency to 
personally thank you for the great work you and your friends have been 
continuously doing,' he said. 

'It's an honor sir. I express my greatest gratitude for the love and trust that I have 
been bestowed upon. I will definitely continue working for the good of all,' he 
said as he hung up the call with a huge thank you. 


The newspapers carried data which showed how incidents of communal violence 
and riots drastically came down not only in RashBella, but also in other sensitive 
areas where such incidents often turned ugly. Abhay was a true humanitarian, a 
social worker, a man who had been instrumental in giving to the society what 
probably others never contemplated upon. His works towards street children and 
his concern towards the forced prostitution garnered interests from the 



Government of India in particular and the people in general. He was in fact made 
the brand ambassador of the Save the Girl Child campaign. His voice against 
superstitious beliefs and poverty was something which touched every heart in the 
country. But this was not the end of things for him. He had more acts to perform, 
he aspired to do more. 

As news of his achievements floated, a few advertising agencies expressed their 
desire to sign him as their product brand ambassador. The products included High 
Blood Pressure and Diabetes measuring monitors, products from the food 
industry including oats and cereals and Government of India campaigns for 
voluntary blood donation. 


On the dinner night, Abhay wore a blue khadi kurta with shades of white and 
matching white pyjamas with a light brown kolhapuri chappal. On his arrival at 
the official residence of the honorable Prime Minister of India, he was given a 
warm welcome with dry fruits and a glass of orange juice. 

After a while, the Prime Minister called for Abhay who by that time was busy 
taking photographs of some of the rare and expensive paintings that were hung 
there at the sitting room. When he asked about the paintings, he was told that 
they were rare paintings by some Italian painter who died at an early age and that 
his work had been recognized only very recently. 

On entering the Prime Minister's official chamber, Abhay felt an aura of a strong 
dignified personality with the man himself sitting and working on his Apple 
Laptop. 

'Good evening young man. Please take your seat. I will join you in a while/ the 
Prime Minister said. 


'Thank you so much sir. I am much obliged.' 



After ten minutes or so... 


'So we meet again young man. It's my pleasure to see you again.' 

'Thank you sir, pleasure is all mine,' he said. 

'We are very proud of you and so we are considering you for one of the highest 
civilian awards in the country. I don't know which one, but we are seriously 
considering you. The selection panel will decide the final list,' the Prime Minister 
said. 

'It's an honour sir to be considered for the award. I express my deepest regards to 
you sir for considering me for the honour,' he said. 

'Don't thank me; I didn't do any favour upon you. It's your destiny that is taking 
you that far. Carry on the good work.' 

The talks from casual to more serious ones between Abhay and the Prime 
Minister reached the dinner table and it still continued. 

Abhay relished a mouth-watering vegetarian dinner consisting of aloo boingon 
masala, aloo gobi, bhindi masala, dal makhani, dal fry, biryani, roti and kheer. 

After dinner, they had tea together and watched an international cricket match 
between India and Pakistan. India won by nine wickets. 

'What a win?' the Prime Minister said as he stood up to applaud the victory. 

Abhay followed him in silence. 



Chapter - 12 

THE FINAL JOURNEY 

Taking pride of the moments spent together with the Prime Minister, Abhay still 
reminisced the previous night's opportunity to dine with someone he always 
considered his mentor, at least he was the man who held him in confidence. And 
this was no small experience for him. 

'What a winning shot that was and what a lovely experience to watch with 
someone I always admired,' Abhay told his friends the next afternoon. 

'What a lucky guy you are Abhay, I mean not all of us could have shared that 
space with the Prime Minister of the country,' Nishant said as he licked the 
chutney that was spreading out of his somoso. 

'It is destiny my dear friend, I was destined to meet the man,' Abhay said as he 
took a bite of the hot and crispy somoso. 

'I have a plan to share with you all guys; a plan that I have been thinking for quite 
some time now,' Abhay said. 

'What is it?' Paro asked. 

'We all have been seeing how some old people spend their lives in their old age; 
some of them are thrown out of their own homes by their children, some could 
never own a home because they have to spend every single penny that they earn, 
some are again victims of circumstances. Over all, their conditions are very 
pitiable; some beg to sustain, others spend their nights in dark corners of some 
shabby abandoned buildings. The saddest part of their lives is that they spend it in 
acute psychological isolation, devoid of love and care,' he said. 

'Yes, the poor couple we picked on our way last week must be one of those who 
had missed all love and care in life,' Paro said. 

'Quite an example guys,' Nishant added. 




A new strategy was applied; helpless old people were to be picked up whenever 
and wherever they were spotted by the volunteers of Ek Kosish, may be on roads, 
outside eateries, at railway stations, at hospitals, near the premises of temples, 
mosques and churches. Anywhere else. 

Over the next three months, at least, a hundred such couples were 
accommodated in a house, taken on a lease for initial five years, somewhere in 
West Delhi. It was an old age home name Aostho. Over the next few months, 
more couples voluntarily came forward to stay at the house which by then had 
become a heaven for the old and helpless. With the passage of time, the old age 
home literally turned into one of the sought out homes in the city. It was filled 
with love, care, laughter, happiness, good food and a serene ambience. 

'We find solace here. We feel blessed with love and care dear Abhi baba,' said the 
same old man whom he picked in his vehicle a few months back. 

'God will give you strength and help you to overcome all your difficulties,' said 
another octogenarian woman whose husband and her only son were killed in a 
plane crash ten years back. 

'Consider me as your son and feel free to tell me any of your problems/ Abhay 
said as he hugged the woman. 


* 


A few weeks later, a social organization based in Assam sent a letter addressed to 
Ek Kosish. The letter read: We would be highly obliged if you could kindly send us 
some of the children who are there in your NGO. We would take care of them and 



help them learn the basics of making our traditional silk clothes. In this way, they 
will learn to live their lives after they grow up to adulthood. 


The matter was thoroughly discussed with all the volunteers headed by a team of 
experts from various organizations who had the experience of advising people 
and organizations on socio-cultural issues. The matter reached a conclusion with 
Abhay willing to take the final decision: A group of interested children were called 
upon to share their views and their willingness to learn the art of making silk 
clothes in one of the rich textile centers in Assam. In the final discussion, a few 
children showed their concern to go to Assam, and so in a couple of months or so 
they left Delhi for Assam: They trod upon a new journey with a new vision. 


Nine months passed since the last civil services results were declared. Only once 
Abhay and Faiyaz spoke to each other and that too over phone. Over the days, 
lots changed: Abhay cleared his civils main exam once again, he and Meghna were 
love birds now, Nishant and Paro were in serious talks to tie the nuptial knot, 
Faiyaz had neared the completion of his training session in the civil services' 
training institute and Ek Kosish, their most esteemed NGO had reached new 
heights, valuing lives of many and saving a large chunk of needy and helpless 
people. 

In the last week of November, the interview for the final selection into the civil 
services started. Abhay's interview date was on December 3 rd , afternoon session. 
Luckily, this time too, Abhay had been assigned to the same interview board as 
last year, headed by the former Assam cadre bureaucrat, Mrs. Vaishalee Mishra. 
So there was a comfort zone this time for him and lots of anxieties, palpitations 
and nervousness did not happen with him. The board members were the same, 
except one change and that of the psychologist, who now was replaced by a 
slightly older person, grey haired and with more experience, at least, it seemed 
so. 



Lots of previous years' questions were repeated. The only new addition was a 
series of questions relating to his expected inclusion in the list of Padma awardees 
and to which he replied very intelligently, telling them how he and his friends 
worked hard to show respect to every religion, every caste and every community, 
and to solve the social problems that they had been facing for years now. He also 
thanked the Government of India for its kind consideration for the honour. On 
being asked if the honour could be bigger than getting into civil services, he 
answered in affirmative and said: 

'Madam, the honour to receive a Padma award is above all achievements in life. 
It's not just an honour, it is a valuable recognition that not many can achieve. It 
will remain the highest honour to me ever, even higher than getting into the 
prestigious Indian Civil Services,' he said. 

The next day, Abhay received a call from his parents who were happy with 
whatever he had been achieving in Delhi, particularly the news of his possible 
inclusion in the Padma awardees made his father extremely happy and who now 
wished to show his concern for his son by something which even Abhay never 
imagined. 

'Son, we are happy to learn that you may be selected for the Padma award this 
year, the news is already creating much enthusiasm among the people of Assam. 
We now feel proud of you and when I think back on my decision to send you to 
Delhi, I feel so proud that I made a right decision. All my fears, doubts and 
anxieties have been gone now. I feel both blessed and relaxed. I am therefore, 
hereby, sending you a small amount of five lakh rupees for whatever you feel free 
to do, because I know you will use the money with your conscience. Personally, I 
would like to advise you to relax for the moment; you may consider going 
overseas for some days,' his father said. 

When Abhay discussed his father's idea with his prospective girl friend Meghna, 
she liked it and even adviced him on how he could make the most of it. Since the 
last physical love she had with him, she had grown with a different understanding 
with him. Sex was not seen a taboo and therefore, she realized that it was love, 
not lust that made her sleep with Abhay. She had more ideas in her, always 



wanted to do her studies from a foreign university, and therefore, this could be an 
opportunity. Moreover, travelling together can be much fun; she could now 
understand him better. 

'Yes I think, we should think on that, a tour to Europe would be simply fantastic,' 
she told him. 

'Which European country do you think should we plan?' He asked. 

'All European countries are gifted with exotic natural beauty, good food and good 
people. Ever since you shared your idea of travelling abroad, I have been thinking 
a lot on the preferred destination and I found Austria to be some place we should 
think about,' Meghna said. 

'Hmmm...Austria..why have you preferred Austria?' Abhay asked. 

'If you wish, you can travel to any other country of your choice, Austria is my 
choice. With mostly mountainous terrain, the country is gifted with nature's 
bounty with lush green meadows and snow capped mountains,' she said. 

So after booking their tickets through a travel agency which had the reputation of 
clearing any last minute travel delay, they finally prepared themselves for their 
first ever Europe tour. With less baggage, they looked relieved of all worldly 
worries, their faces radiated happiness of being together, and travelling together 
to a foreign land. They boarded an Air India flight mid-night and reached Vienna, 
the Austrian capital, the next morning. The flight took almost nine hours to reach 
their destination. They checked into one of the hotels in the heart of the 
wonderful city, densely populated but architecturally and naturally beautiful with 
high raised castles and lovely gardens. It's one of the most livable cities in the 
world with people speaking mostly German. 

After spending two days and two nights in Vienna, they moved to another 
architecturally beautiful city, Graz. The city also houses some of the top 
universities of Austria and therefore is known as the University Town. 



'What a lovely city, the red roof buildings, somewhat looking like houses with a 
medieval architecture, simply mesmerizing,' Meghna said as they entered the 
city. 

They placed orders for some of the mouth-watering Austrian cuisine which 
included Wiener schnitzel, a traditional Austrian dish made with boneless meat 
and fried with a coating of flour and eggs and Schweinsbraten, a dish of roasted 
pork. 

They were also lucky to find some of the Indian vegetarian food. 

'Wow, we have Indian food here in Graz, how romantic this place is/ Abhay said. 
'Yes, I am in love with this place too,' Meghna said. 

So they ordered dal makhani, aloo palak, gobi masala and custard. It was a 
pleasant surprise to find Indian cuisine in Austria and when they asked them 
about the idea of Indian food, the restaurant manager said the cook who was an 
Indian hotel management trainee, actually came up with the idea of Indian cuisine 
in its menu, and which was a great idea, the manager said. 

'Sir, we have a few regular Indian visitors to our restaurants, and if the idea of 
experimenting with Indian food gets off well, we would like to place Indian food 
on our menu. As of now, we are temporarily experimenting with them,' the 
manager said. 

'No, please do keep open the idea and materialize on it. We Indians are frequent 
travelers; you will find Indians and Pakistanis anywhere in the world, and the 
most difficult part is that we cannot recognize them instantly because we all look 
the same and speak similar languages,' Abhay said. 



For Meghna, the tour was more than a sojourn in Europe. She had other plans as 
well. Austrian universities are one of the best in the world and she was right there 
in Graz, the famously called university town. When she met one of the faculty 
deans of a reputed university in Graz, her zeal and enthusiasm to study abroad 
grew sharper, as if the dean had a magic spell upon her. She went all praises for 
Graz and the university where she had inquired about admission; she simply loved 
its ambience and even showed her interest in learning the German language. 

One afternoon when both of them were busy seeing around the lovely city and 
clicking photographs, they met an old couple, Mr. and Mrs. Raphaela who stayed 
alone in their farm house at the outskirts of the city and who were childless ever 
since they were married. On seeing the young pair moving hand in hand, the old 
couple invited them to their home and even offered a lift in their 1950s Mercedes 
Benz which the old man told them, actually belonged to his father who was in the 
army in the rank of a lieutenant. 

A candid conversation between them led to explore new ideas, the kind which 
were never felt before by Abhay and never had any idea about it till he landed in 
this exotic and mesmerizing European city. 

'We run a small private aviation school which offers courses in paragliding, 
skydiving and the basics in helicopter flying. I see you as an energetic and 
enthusiastic man and from our talks, I can figure out that you are a man who 
loves to take challenges and adventures; whatever you have been doing in India is 
nothing less than a challenge. I would like to advise you to take a new challenge 
here in Austria; the challenge to fly like a free bird and I bet you would love it,' 
Mr. Raphaela said. 

'Oh, so kind of you sir, but I am here just for a month,' Abhay said. 

'You need just twenty days to learn the basics, and I will train you for free. I won't 
charge anything from you.' 


So Abhay was convinced to take up a few flying classes. 



The next morning, he reached the aviation school to find thirty-five other 
students who were already enrolled for the courses. Three students were from 
Asia; a Pakistani, a Sri Lankan and a Nepali, the third one was born and brought up 
in Australia where his father worked as a diplomat in the Embassy of Nepal, 
Australia. He was a young man, hardly eighteen but looked quite matured with his 
stubble and moustache. The Pakistani was a Shia Muslim whose father served in 
the Pakistani army as a Major General and the Sri Lankan was a medical student in 
one of the medical colleges in Austria. 

'How difficult is the skydiving? I came because Mr. Raphaela wanted me to try this 
game,' Abhay asked one of them. 

The Pakistani was the first one to reply him. 

'Not a game, it's a challenge, a real challenge only if you love adventures,' he said. 
'Is it fun?' 

'I already told you, it depends on how you see it. By the way, I am Khaliq Khan,' he 
said as he extended his hand to greet Abhay. 

'Nice to meet you Mr. Khan. My name is Abhay and she is Meghna. We are from 
India.' 

'Yes I know. We recognize each other quite well, anywhere in the world. We are 
brothers from the same continent, people with similar tastes.' 

'Meet my friends, Mr. Pasindu from Sri Lanka and Mr. Gagan from Nepal,' Khaliq 
introduced them to Abhay. 

The four Asians spent some quality time in knowing each other's culture, custom, 
ethnicities, hobbies etc. 

'You have to lie flat on the floor, spread your hands and legs like a free bird, and 
practice to swim like a fish all on the floor,' Mr. Raphaela said. 

It was a tough training session for Abhay; he tried to learn the basics of 
paragliding, skydiving and even helicopter flying. He was a quick learner. He 



picked up really well and within fifteen days, he trained himself to be the finest 
trainee in the academy. In fact, he won laurels for being so creative and 
innovative. He was so perfect that once Mr. Raphaela openly disclosed that he 
learnt a few of the flying tactics from Abhay. No one ever knew which tactics he 
talked about. That remained a secret. 


One bright afternoon, when both Meghna and Abhay were on a romantic date to 
a mountainous site, Meghna reacted instantly, seeing the mesmerizing natural 
beauty of the mountains, which to some extent had similarities with the great 
Himalayan range. 

'Wow, it's so beautiful, just look at those snowcapped mountains. It looks like 
heaven,' Meghna said. 

'Have you been to heaven?' Abhay laughed out loud. 

'That's how people tell whenever they see around a mesmerizing natural 
ambience,' she said. 

'And just look at the lush green meadows and the grazing cattle and the chirping 
birds. Isn't so mesmerizing? It looks like an imaginative painting of an artist.' 
Meghna said. 

'Yes, it's so filling and so enthralling. Absolutely soothing,' Abhay said. 

They had a great session in Austria; met some of the most interesting people and 
relished the finest Austrian cuisine and travelled far and wide across the land. 



They returned to India after a month and fifteen days stay in Austria. When 
someone asked them about the sojourn in Europe and the experience of 
travelling together, Meghna said: 'We made love with the nature this time, 
devoured good food and enjoyed togetherness amidst exotic natural ambience.' 

It seemed that things were rushing in one after the other: The final civil services 
results were declared the same evening they reached India. Abhay received the 
news very late in the evening. In fact, after his return journey from Europe, he 
busied himself into some of the pending work, especially the tie up with a leading 
private hospital for the set-up of a blood bank, the idea which he had been 
contemplating about for more than a month now. On initial try on his laptop, he 
found page couldn't be displayed as the server was not working. A few minutes 
later, two of his NGO volunteers with whom he shared friendly relations, came 
running to him to tell him something. 

'Sir, have you got the news?' 

'No, what news you are talking about?' 

'Sir, you still are unaware of your selection!' 

'Yes, tell me and please stop playing the puzzle game with me. I am not in a mood 
right now, Abhay said rather sternly. 

'Sir, you stood second in the overall merit list of the selected candidates. Isn't that 
a great news?' 

Before he could react to what he just heard from one of the volunteers, Meghna 
rushed inside his office room and congratulated him with a warm hug and said: 

'Dude, you have made it this time. I am so proud of you. I love you my darling.' 

Abhay showed no reaction; he still was sitting in his chair with the parker ball pen 
slightly hitting his teeth and his forehead alternatively. 

Finally, he said: 'Yes, I have made it, made it, made it, yes, yes, yes,' and he threw 
himself on the bean bag that was next to his chair. 



The time that followed thereafter was spent in jubilation; night life in Delhi was 
felt for the first time with a speedy car, traffic free roads, less crowded dhobos on 
the Delhi-Haryana highway and entry free mid-night discotheques. Things 
happened for him; he kept both his father's prestige and the promise that he had 
made to him. He was a free man now, much relaxed and confident. They partied 
till wee hours, grabbed every opportunity to rejoice the win and never drew a 
dividing line between an opportunity and an opportunity lost and found. He 
enjoyed every second, every minute and every moment. 

For another ten days or so, his cell phone rang incessantly and was flooded with 
congratulatory messages. From his parents to the Prime Minister, everyone 
wished him on his success. The media in Assam and in Delhi published articles 
narrating his life journey from a small town boy to becoming an IAS officer. Many 
leading media houses took telephonic interviews and invited him to some of their 
leading talk shows. His home town started making preparations to felicitate him 
and the District Committee even printed pamphlets and distributed them in 
schools and colleges narrating his journey from Assam to Delhi and much more. 

Two days later, he booked a flight ticket to Assam. He knew he had very little 
leisure time for himself, he knew his work schedule will not be free once he joins 
the training session and thereafter. He instantly planned something: safari ride 
amidst natural ambience in none other than the world famous Kaziranga National 
Park, a destination not too far away from his parental home. He reached 
Guwahati city in the evening and checked into one of the heritage hotels that was 
newly opened. These hotels were artistic in their own ways, relatively less 
expensive and had a lovely Assamese cuisine in its menu. After spending the night 
at the hotel, he left for home the early next morning in a super-deluxe bus and 
reached home in the late evening only to find a group of twenty to thirty persons, 
including his father waiting at the bus stop to welcome him. As soon as he got 
down from the bus, he touched his father's feet, hugged him and told him that he 
was the best father in the world and that he was very happy to be home. 


His father with watery eyes, responded... 

'Welcome home son. I am proud of you. You have kept your promise.' 



'Yes deuto, this is the greatest achievement so far in my life. I am happy that I 
fulfilled my promise. Where is mama?' 

'She is waiting for you at home. Actually, she is busy preparing your favorite dish 
and your brother is out of town for a business deal.' 

Suddenly, a man garlanded him and others, who were waiting for him too 
followed the man, one by one, as if garlanding is a ritual to honour someone who 
brings honour to the town. 

'He is Mr. Deori, the local MLA. He won with a landslide margin last year, you 
might know that,' his father said, pointing to the man who garlanded him first. 

'Yes deuta, I have read that in the newspapers. 

'How are you Mr. Deori?' He greeted the MLA and others who were present 
there. 

'I am good, Mr. Abhay. It's a pleasure to meet you,' the MLA said. 

They chatted for a while; the MLA wanted to know if Abhay was interested to opt 
for Assam cadre to which he said: 'Assam has always been such a fantastic place 
to stay that opting for Assam cadre posting will be an obvious choice.' 


As he reached home, he found his mother waiting for him at the gate; slightly 
emotional but simultaneously happy and satisfied. As he moved to reach her feet, 
she said: 'Is it hot in Delhi? You have lost your fairness.' 

'Yes mama, the weather is different there. It's hotter than Assam and less rains 
happen there, unlike in Assam,' he said. 


The next few moments were a mother-son emotional drama, like any mother-son 
pair would do, particularly when they meet after a long time. 



For the next few days, Abhay realized the happiness to be at home; he ate, he 
slept, he cried, he laughed, he danced and he thanked the Almighty for giving him 
so much in such a young age; more than achievements, he had satisfaction, for he 
believed that satisfaction is an achievement in itself. 

Impromptu decisions ruled his head: a safari ride to Kaziranga Wildlife Sanctuary 
had been there in his head for quite some time, and he wanted this to happen 
now. An instant, but meticulous planning was made and they reached the 
Sanctuary the next evening and checked into one of the resorts, surrounded by 
wilderness and serenity. The intoxicating smell of the wild flowers, chirping of the 
rarest birds and the breathtaking view of the lush green meadows just in front of 
the resort literally mesmerized them all. 

This is real Assam. I am loving the weather and the place, and everything around 
here,' said Abhay's father. 

'Yes deuta, this is Assam's natural beauty, for which the land is widely famous all 
over the world,' he said as he helped his mother with a bowl of mushroom curry. 

'Early dinner doesn't suit me,' his father said. 

'Yes deuta, I know that. But we have to leave early tomorrow. We have a hard day 
tomorrow,' Abhay said. 

The night was calm. After dinner, they had tea; although bed time tea was not 
generally preferred, but this time it was much enjoyed, a cup of hot Assam tea. 
After half an hour or so, they went to sleep. 


Chirping birds woke them up early. The early morning calmness and serenity 
rejuvenated their minds. It was an experience with a difference, a natural source 
of enthusiasm. 



'We have to carry some water and snacks with us. It will be a difficult ride today 
and we need to be prepared/ Abhay said, referring to the elephant ride they were 
planning and the difficulty he thought could have evolved from the initial half an 
hour of the ride. 

On reaching the Elephant Point, they found two mahouts waiting for them. Their 
elephants were close to them. The elephant ride was booked the previous night 
over phone; it was comparatively easier to book an elephant for a ride in 
Kaziranga than in any other place. The elephants were well prepared for the ride; 
the seats atop their back were comfortably placed with cushions, stirrups and a 
handle to control body balance. Some mahouts even carried a shotgun to scare 
away wild animals, in case they turned wild, but that was rare. 

'Does the elephant have any name?' Abhay asked one of the mahouts. 

'Yes sir, she is Rani and the other one is named Rangeela,' the mahout laughed 
out loud. 

'Ok great. So where are you taking us today?' 

'Sir, elephant ride is fun. We can have a closer look at the wild animals, but sir we 
won't go deep into the sanctuary. For that sir, you have to take a jeep safari,' the 
mahout said. 

'Is there any problem with an elephant ride? 

'No problem sir, but for someone who rides for the first time, initial few minutes 
might be scary. But I promise, there is nothing to be scared off, it will be much 
fun.' 

The elephants trod on their regular path, making ways through the lush green tall 
elephant grass, which in itself was so much fun for them. The ferocious tigers 
looked so docile that they never bothered to look back at the visitors, except for 
that scary roar that was heard whenever they felt threatened or annoyed. 

Abhay clicked a very rare picture of a rhinoceros-calf duo; the calf sucking milk 
and the mother rhinoceros grazing grass. The picture perfect later won him a 



prize in a photography completion, held sometime later in his home district. It 
collected some of the rarest photos by non-professional photographers. 

A few species of rare birds, both migratory and resident also were seen moving 
around from one tree to another, probably they realized their freedom to fly 
without any human interference. Interestingly, as a thank giving gesture, they 
often posed for photograph. That was a rare sight, but quite extraordinary. 

'Sir, you can take photograph of that bird,' the mahout told Abhay, pointing him 
out to a bird that he instantly spotted. 

'Good observation, yes it's a beautiful bird called the Indian Roller,' Abhay said as 
he clicked a couple of photographs of the multi-colored sharp beaked bird. 

The ride was a wonderful experience, a kind that was felt for the first time ever 
since Abhay grew up to adulthood. 

The next morning was a new experience. It was a jeep safari. Jeeps in Kaziranga 
were usually hoodless, dark green in colour and accompanied by an armed forest 
guard. Foot marks of the great Asian elephants, wild boars, tigers, rhinoceros and 
wild buffaloes were prominently seen throughout the ride. The guard had to fire a 
few rounds of gun shots in the air to scare away a herd of rhinoceros who tried to 
approach towards their jeep, perhaps in an attempt to protect a calf who laid 
injured on the ground with only a hundred-meter distance away. A few species of 
birds or their like categories were also spotted. These included geese, ducks, 
kingfishers, cranes and pelicans. Overall, it was a wonderful experience. The 
weather was perfect that day. It was cloudy, but didn't rain. The temperature was 
good too. It was hot, but less humid. 

They returned back to their home after spending the night at a nearby resort 
called the Wildgrass. 



A couple of months later, the Government of India, announced the list of 
probable recipients of Padma awards in different categories. As per speculation, 
Abhay's name figured in the Padma Shri category (for social work). It was a great 
news; the greatest perhaps for him, his parents, friends and the people of Assam. 
Media persons, relatives, friends and neighbours thronged his home. The Assam 
Chief Minister congratulated him over phone. School, college and university 
students congratulated him on Facebook. They asked him how he intended to 
help the people to which he replied that it all happened on the spur of the 
moment. Nothing was planned, he said. The district administration and a local 
NGO jointly felicitated him in a small function organized some days later. A local 
English daily of Assam, in one of the articles published bestowed him with a title 
which later became an epitome of reference; it was titled: The Strong Man of 
Assam. 

A couple of weeks later he returned to Delhi along with his parents, siblings, a few 
of his relatives, friends and well-wishers. Abhay received the formal invitation for 
the award and a special congratulatory message from the Prime Minister himself 
with whom he developed a friendly and close relation by then. 

The next day was a get-together: Faiyaz arrived from Assam in an early morning 
flight to be a part of the success story. He was now posted as an Assistant 
Commissioner in a lower Assam district. The same afternoon, the five friends met 
at the NGO office to discuss some of the serious issues after Abhay was gone; 
because the picture was clear now, they were to seriously think about the 
headship thing. Paro already joined a leading print media house in Delhi, Nishant 
joined his father's family business and Meghna got a call from a foreign university 
for her Ph.D registration. 

'I have reached a conclusion and if we can all unanimously agree, then here is the 
plan,' Abhay said. 

'What is it?' Paro asked. 

'The management of the NGO would be handed over to the permanent 
volunteers in such a way that the managerial head position would be on a 


rotational basis and we all would be permanent executive members of the 
organization. All suggestions and decisions would be through phone and video 
calls.' 

The same evening, a meeting was arranged with all the permanent volunteers and 
Abhay briefed them on the need of functioning and managing the work of the 
organization. Things were settled as planned. 

After spending a pleasant evening, Faiyaz left for Assam the next morning. He had 
a busy schedule as any IAS probationer. A few days later, Paro wrote a brilliant 
article on Abhay's success story; what he achieved in Delhi and how he won 
million hearts. It was a part of her daily task, but this time, she wrote it from her 
heart because she was very much a part of the journey. She didn't have to carry a 
routine data for the article. The article was much appreciated by the readers. 


Two months later, in a glittering ceremony at the historic Durbar Hall of the 
Rashtrapati Bhavan, the honourable President of India conferred upon Abhay the 
prestigious fourth highest civilian award, Padma Shri. Among the guests in the 
jam-packed historic hall were the honorable Prime Minister of India, his cabinet 
colleagues, recipients of the Padma awards and other Indian and foreign 
dignitaries. Dressed in a white shirt, navy blue trousers and a matching tie, Abhay 
received the Padma Shri amidst loud applause from the guests, family, friends and 
well-wishers. 

To the media persons outside, Abhay said, 'It's the greatest honour I have 
achieved ever. I feel elated and I promise to continue my work till I grow old for 
the benefit of all my fellow brothers and sisters and the nation as a whole.' 

All the five friends stood hand in hand and posed for photographs to the media. 
Faiyaz said, 'I had to book a premiere class air ticket to reach Delhi. My back pain 
troubled me, but I didn't care about it. I am happy to be here.' 



Rita and Shakuntala Subramanium too came to congratulate Abhay, a very 
pleasant happening indeed. 

'Hey, I am happy to see you both. What a pleasant surprise! How did you come to 
know about this?' Abhay happily asked. 

Even before they could answer, Paro said/They called me to congratulate you, I 
asked them to come over and do that themselves and so I gave them passes for 
this occasion.' 

'That's something witty, very very witty,' Abhay said laughingly. 

They clicked a few photographs together, making the occasion a very special one 
with every big and small thing. 

Abhay's parents were also briefly interviewed for the honour that their son had 
achieved. 'I am a happy man today,' that was what his father said to the media 
that evening. His mother simply kept smiling. She thanked the Almighty for 
everything. 

Four days later, Abhay took one more journey - from Delhi to the IAS Academy. 
Through media, the people of RashBella thanked him for all his help, love, 
understanding and co-operation. Their homes were safe now, their children 
roamed around fearlessly. People realized human values, there seemed an overall 
change in them. 

The image that he left in Delhi, its neighboring areas and Assam ruled for many 
years and he became an epitome of moral values and savior of human race. 




